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A Great Adventure Story 

Here is a really gripping stor>' about spies and 
submarines, a story that is almost unendurably 
thrilling and yet strikes that authentic note so 
rarely found outside the magnificent spy stories of 
John Buchan. Here one gets all the appeal of a 
first-class battle of wits, the peculiarly fascinating 
British verve and initiative of men triumphing 
against stupendous odds. There have been many 
stories about submarines, but none has given the 
atmosphere of that eerie, feverish life so vividly 
before. The author knows submarine life, and he 
knows Germans, and he makes the uncanny, stoic 
race of U-boat men really live. To all whose hearts 
wajm to a sea story of high excitement, a tale of a 
fight against tremendous odds, this story will have 
an immense appeal. Don't miss it ! 



Bv the same Author. 
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PART I 


THE DISAPPEARANCE OF WALTER CRAIG 

INTERRUPTED HOLIDAY 

Cornwall is a wrecker’s coast. But when I left for my 
holiday I thought of the wrecker as a picturesque ruffian of 
several centuries ago who lured ships to their destruction with 
false beacons and waded out into the angry seas to knife the 
crew and unload the cargo as the vcvsscl broke up. I did not 
think of Cornwall as being still a ivrccker's coast, and I knew 
nothing of the modern wreckers I was to find liavencd beneath 
the shadow of those grim cliffs. I had intended going to the 
Lakes, but fate decreed that the gathering storm of the Polish 
crisis should keep my companion at his desk in the newsroom 
and that I should pick on the Lizard for my holiday. 

I stayed at Church Cove, where white, thatched cottages, 
massed with flowers, straggled downa valley to the dark cleft of 
the cove with the round capstan house on its shingle beachrotting 
because no boats came. The Kerris’s cottage, where I stayed, 
was at the upper end of the village and backed on to a farm. 

The cottage was really two cottages thrown into one to 
make a guest house. Kerris, who had done the knocking 
together himself, was very proud of the result. Before I 
had been there half an hour he was taking me over the place, 
showing me with his toothless mouth agrin all the pieces he 
had obtained from the Clan Malcolm which had been wrecked 
that winter. He had relaid the floors throughout the cottage 
during the winter and as far as I could gather the work had 
all been done with wood from the Clan Malcolm. There 
were brass doorsteps, chairs and ship’s lamps, all from the 
same luckless ship. He was a great wrecker, was Kerris. 
When I expressed my amazement at the amount of stuff he 
had collected from that one ship, he shook his head with a 

rueful smile. “ Ar, she were a grand wreck." he said. "We’ll 
never see the like o her again, sir — never. She came ashore 
this side of the Lizard. Caught on the rocks, she was, and 
broke her back. She was no use for salvage purposes, so 
Lloyd s told the Cadg^vlth people that if they liked to go out 
and salvage what they could and put it up for auction in the 
village they might collect a percentage of the proceeds." 
He shook his head again. " Ar, she were a grand wreck, sir. 
If we had one like that ever>' winter, we’d not have to work." 
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1 Spent five days tlicro in a pleasant haze of bathing, lazing, 
pubs and Cornish cream. Then Thursday dawned, and with 
it the shock of a new-^j'aper placard at the Lizard — Soviet- 
(icrnian Non-Aggression Pact. I stopped the car and stared 
at it unbelievingly, (iroups of holidaymakers stood about 
outside the n(nvs,igents' rea<liug the papers and talking in low 
tones. hhiro[ie. I litler, the whole world-fear of Nazism seemed 
suddenly to ha\e enveloped the place like a sea mist. I 
jumped out of the ear and bought a copy of my own paper, 
the Dmlv Rccoti/it. ll was true enough, and, what was more, 
Thitain was calling up reserves and there were reports of 
mobilisation in I-'rauce. 

I toS'<ed the paper into the back of the car and drove on 
to (iunwalloe Church Cove, the other side of Mullion. What 
was the use of spoiling a holiday by getting upset about the 
international situation ? Wasn’t this what I had expected—' 
the uMial autumn crisis ? Hut I had not expected a Sovict- 
C.erman Non Aggre.ssion Pact and I knew that it might well 
tlirow all calculations out of gear. The fear of a war on two 
fronts rcinox ed, the (ierman I Ugh Command might well decide 
to make a lightning thrust against Poland and thou, if necessary', 
tight it out with the democracies on the Western f ront. 

I thought it all out as I drove across the (ioonhilly Downs 
with the warm heavy scent of sun after rain in my nostrils, 
and by the time I had convinced myself that the pact was not 
as serious as it had at first seemed, it was tuclvc o’clock, and 
I was at (iunwalloe Church Cove. 1 wo days ago there had 
been at least three liiindrcd cars in the park. I counted a 
bare lifly. The beach scemeil empty. Vet it was a glorious 
dav. I had a bathe and then stndlcd along the beach, A 
tubby little man in grey flannels with a panama stuck sijuarcly 
on Ills he<id nodded to me. •‘ Things look pretty bad this 

morning, don’t llicv ? ” he said. 

" Not too good. '- I replied. ‘ Hut it’s a fmc day. 

'■ Aye ” he said. “ that’s raight, it is. And \nc’(1 best make 
the most of ’em. Two men m our hotel have been called oop. 

Wired for last night.” ... 

Live minutes conversation with tins gentleman left "‘Y’ 
a feeling <>1 utter depressinn. i hail luiufi and tried to se 
down to ri.ad, but inv mind would not concentrate and uas 
conv( if.iis all Die time of the c•mptme-^ of the beach. 1 iw 
luv third bathe of the dav and went liome t«> tea to hud tn 
cottage empty of visitors. I lie two couples had gone, one 
of the men was in the emergency reser\e of officers and the 

other hail received a telegram from his ofhee 

Vnd yet. as I had driven back, I had seen the harvest being 
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gathered in and had passed cows being driven to the farms 
to be milked. It had .only touched Cornwall through the 
visitors. It had not touched the real Cornwall. The ever- 
lasting struggle of man to extract from the soil and sea a 
wnter’s living \vent on just as before. That was reality. 
\\hile that other life of diplomacy, propaganda, machines and 
herded populations tense and fearful with the sense of impend- 
ing catastrophe . was artifical, a complicated nightmare 
conjured by civilisation. 1 sat for a while over my tea 
\vrapped in the horror of it. Before my mind's eye swept 
fragmentary’ pictures of the last war. I had been at school 
but it had not passed me by entirely. I remembered the cadet 
corps, the boys who left never to return, the dark nights in 

Thp'lr dickering like pencils aerLs the 

Sm’n r I? ^ trams and the hospital trains : Summerdown 
Camp Eastbourne And then I remembere<l the books and 
tlie plays that had followed-Sherift's /uuruev’s Fud 
Remarques ^// now banned in Germany, and li^nrl 

Barbusses U,u.>r lure. It could not happen again But 
I knew It could. A new- generation and the horror is lost in 
the glorj. that is cried to the rooftops l>y a ruthless pronaeanda 

U'gneriln 'r^ttv 

I got up and went out into the quiet of the evenini rt 
announcer s voice followed me down the street I nfnVi < ^ 

been ^-onyLous ^-ith 1 , 0 “ fo Z fTL.7 =‘''vays 
childhood I had always spent them earliest 

There was peace here and^quiet I coastlands. 

group of cottages huddline^down rh little 

was satisfying to tliink that It 

the cottages would remain to brint*^ Iiappened this coast and 

lived%n and to oTher Jeneratilnf"^ 
effortlessly do^vn the coast thdJ bHrk ™ ^ 
clearly in the slanting rays of the" ^ 
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breathle^=; Not a ripple f^tirrecl the biirniAlied surface of the 
sea and the white streaks of the currents setting the 

I.izard were plainlv visible. Every ’ now ami then a ittle 
patch of dark troidiled water showed as a shoal of mackerel 
or pilchanls broke tlie surface in their evening play. 

1 went on with the ache of a great beauty and a great peace 
m mv heart The other world that was mirrored like a 
.nonstrou. n.^hunare m the paaes of 

even more nnreal. Beinf; a hramat.c entic * J J;" 

become infected witfi a characteristic which I have often 

noticed III actors-1 was nnal.le to apprehend realitj 

Proliablv lieeaiise tlicir lirains and senses are so ■'"“‘O'"'; 

to reaetni.n to stiinnh wliu li are imaRinatively bn not a t“''> 

true, aetors envisaRe tlie situation more vivid y 

man, but once envisaRed, tt is done with. T1 ^ ^ 1 ^ 

diff.cnltv in aceeptini; it as actual, trrevocable “ 

iiistinctii e feelini; that at the appointed hour ‘ 

come down and line can po home to supper ability 

now from tins hniitafion-or if ym. hke 

However eriiii the drama. I felt there must still be an alter 
native' world outside It. Tims 1 alternatcil between moods 
of lilanh despair and moods of refreshing, .almost 
TweiUv nimlites walking brought me to f If 

grass-grown rock to the sea and. passing '' “/‘'f f the 

obtained mv first glimpse of Cadgwith. P'f f. „,e ii,tie 
onlv real r.shnig village left f f f ,,,'fncl the 

heel of blue boats drawn up "" ’ *,1,,; f „.hite 

wheeling screaming ' .f f |, is incessant and 

;l;riSsir?heJe;ro;'ntB: totheindns. 

villagers. P’“"fff‘'t'i rvilla<.e itself. There 

, event down the steep oa 1 to 

wore l ars drawn up h> tht Shi ^ bonnet. 

the lifol)oat. had a stnn„ o . , ,u.i ^iprvire as a bencli, 

Opposite the cars, on an old spar ^ The 

lishcrmen were smoking. up there was 

,,lace was dark and thick with tobacco J ‘“i, ,i,e, 

the airless warmtli that men love \ ‘ ^ local 

On 1tic wall was a painting of the ht took 

urbst. I discovered >at.r but it m.ssec^ 

me some tune to realize what ‘ - .^.jpaye i should have 
the boats H I had been painting tlu Mliagt. 

done It so that it reeked of in a 

hsLrn:!r:“'i;^:^y:".“-i'V-:n -rd and t.ds increased 


THE DISAPPF-ARAN’CE OF WALTER CRAIG 


0 


the Slav effect of his high cheekbones and small nose. A 
heated discussion was in progress. I caught the word sponge- 
cakes several times. An old fisherman was thumping the 
table angrily, but I could make no sense of what the whole 
room was arguing about. I asked the man with the beard. 
" Oh. they’ve bet him five bob lie can’t eat a dozen spongecakes 
straight off. You know, the old game — it Jooks easy, but 
after you’ve had about four your mouth gets so dry you can 
barely swallow.” 

I tell you it’s easy,” the old man roared, and the whole 
room laughed knowingly. 

At that moment a young fellow in dungarees came in. 
His plimsoles were sopping wet and his hair curled with salt 
water. He went straight over to two lads seated at a table 
in the corner drinking from pint glass tankards. ” What 
luck ?” they asked. 

For answer he tossed a telegram on to the table. " I’m 
afraid you’ll have to count me out to-morrow. I’ve got to 
join my ship at Devonport. I’m leaving right away.” 

Their conversation was drowned in a sudden flood of talk. 
'* It's been the same hall of the bloody day.” the old man 
who had wanted to cat the spongecakes said. ” The visitors 
hare going back and some of hour lads have been called up 
for the naval reserve.” 

” Did ye see the fleet going down the Channel ?” somebody 


*' They’ve been going down the whole ruddy day.” said 
a young round-faced man. ” I seen ’em from my boat 
They bin going down all day. ’aven’t they. Mr. Morgan ?” 
he ^ked the coastguard, who was sitting smoking quietly 
with his back against the bar and his whitc-rimmed hat on 
the back of his head. 

He nodded. - Thafs right, Jim — all day.” 

‘ Did ye sec how many there was, Joe ?” 

qu'iefbut firm” >‘eplied the coastguard, his voice 

War had invaded the snug friendliness of the bar The 

next to 

right^*^’ ^ upwards of fifty. That’ll fix Italy all 

I felt somehow annoyed that talk of war had obtruded 

?he wir I slid ^'^rm f ■■ 

«• Tvu’ .. ^ to enjoy a holiday.’' 

in ^ ^ demanded with a twinkle 

in his grey eyes. A war would see us nicely throuch the 

winter. It s either that or stcamboating.” ^ 
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I looked at him. Beliind the twinkle in his eyes was a 

'• Yes " I saul ■' It mii'.t hit von pretty bad coming two 

year, m'snccession and right on the holiday ^ 

■' Well it wa'>n t so b.i<l Ka-'t \ear— it came later. there 
wa. a trace of a brogue in his voice, but iithenvisc it w'as 
devoid of aiiv local accent, " Mven then, he said, finishing 
his beer ' 1 had to do si\ voyages. It'll be worse this year. 
^•ou can t ni.ike enough out of tishing nowadays 
you through the winter. And the ( .overnment ^ ^ive 

anv lielp. su— though they want us badly enough when it 

comes to war. ' , 

■■ Can't vou do .uiv fishing in the winter 1 asked. 

He slun— ed liis shoulders "We go ont when wc can. 

but n».-,llv "tlu- .. pretty b.s .■vits,.lc. ‘ ^ " 

-ot all our gear to make. We're running two hunclrct potb 

a boat here, as well as nets, .\nd there s not 

as there used to he, '1 hey eh.inge their Srormi - boi eth m 

to do with the ('.nil btreaill, 1 suppose, 1 eft 

IS a dvi.ig indiistiy. There's only three thousand of us lelt 

on these coasts now . Owi »ncc 

I said '■ Ves I know. Down at Mnllion. for instance, 

all the young men are going oil to work 

" Ar. biit you won t find that here. '' C ( ilrk eUlier 
work. The voiiiig iins. they're not afraid o work either^ 

Now. in the ■siininier. we re out at live " of 
then when I ti.ihe in, I'm taking parties out for the rest 
the day Sometimes 1 take ont three parties a day, lhat s 

'’■T'.i;:!:;:?;/';;;:" ordered mo ..eers, ..e took m,t a pouch 

and rolled a cigarette. rX'e me an 

up and sat drinking m silence foi a .Vticmcndous 

p1;^:s:;;;:"''hc fed wmrucad ^'Kmidcrs^ci a 

me. mine. " Voii're thinking that all I need 

IS the gold earrings. • he said ^ in his 

I felt extrcnu-ly awkwanl until matter of 

oves Then I suddenly laughed. Well, as a 

fact " 1 said. " that's just what 1 was . Armada 

- Well, you must remember that in 

was wrec ked on these coasts. ^ Ji^hing industry 

most of us. There s Irish loo. from 

was at its height down here girls would conic iron 
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to do the packing.” He turned to the bar and tossed a 
florin on to it. ” Two halves of six,” he ordered. 

” No, I’m paying for this, ” I said. 

” You're not.” he replied. ” It's already ordered.” 

” Think of the winter.” I said. ” I'm on holiday. It 
doesn’t matter to me what I spend.” 

He grinned. ” You’re drinking with me,” he said. ” We’re 
an independent lot of folk down here. We don’t sponge 
on visitors if we like them. Our independence is all we’ve 
got. We each have our own boat. And though you can 
come out mackerel fishing with ns and we’ll take your money 
for it, we’ll not take you out if we don’t like you.” 

” Anyway,” I said glancing at my watch. ” 1 ought to be 
starting back. I shall be late for my supper as it is. J 
walked over from Church Cove.” 

” Church Cove,” he said, as he placed a stein of beer in 
front of me. “ I’ll run you back in the boat.” 

” That’s very kind of you. But it won’t take me long 
to walk It and you certainly don’t want another trip in vour 

boat when you’ve been out in it all day.” 

“I would. It’s a lovely evening. I’d like a quiet run 
along the coast. The boat’s out at her moorings. It won’t 
take me ten minutes.” 


I thanked him again and drank my beer. ” Why did vou 
call this a half of six ?” I asked. ” Wliat beer is it >” 

” It’s Devenish’s. There are three grades— fourpence 
sixpence, and eightpence a pint. If you came here in the 
autumn you d only be offered four.” 

}. steamboating ?” 

4 . 1 would be all right if I could 

toke Cadgwith along with me. I hate leaving this place 
1 did SIX voyages to the West Indies last winter. You can 
always pick up a berth at Falmouth. This time I think I’ll 

there’s a war of course 
minesweepers or on coastal' patrol ” ' 
I offered him another beer, but he refused and we left the 

a. .r 

,,.s, = s: “• rS.S 

I enjoyed the short run back to Church Cove P^st- 
I knew of him the more I likld hho-a^rthe "7^e^^7* 
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intri-ued. In lliat short run we covered a multitude of 
subiects— international situation, bird life on Spitzbergen, 

st5ks and shares. Bloomsbury. Cadgwith. My 

of him was of a rolling stone that always and ineMtably 

Returned hoinesKU to Cadgwith. Hut 

nbviouslv -atherod no moss— he lived m a little hut on the 
sloues above Cadgwith— he had certainly gathered a wide 
knowled-e of life, and that knou ledge showed in lus eyes, 
whu we e shrewd and constantly twinkling with the humour 
hi bubbled beneath the stolid exterior of the man. His 
!'au,re"v.s lr,sh and h,s features Slav, and the mixture was 

“onerfeM---^ 

a, ,ny surprise 

of miite a number of the readers, he said. 

1 ever heard ot a hshermarr ^^ng^he 

wkw.n t^rires were 5 iouiU up in auci va 

earnings. I there’s been a slump and I 

1 dul preltx well. ^ ' ...inter. " He looked at me 

have to go steamboating things you 

;»% 1. k-«i 's i;sv 

1 explaiued that p ays were m> for a 

l,e l.ad done m l.oudoi w ith ‘that and turned 

tune, he saul I '.vith the Kiver PolR-e for a time. 

yo^i m e ptr^owu 

l^r" A;1^ a r; mml^hs, Cadgwith calls to me again, 

and I come bac k."’ .^o well Talking to me. 

■n,,t 1 -■Pl»-;;;;';';';\/;;Zgpsli emn^ accent, vet 
J-^tS thar;;: liil'acce^^amc readily enough to his 
l,ps when he spoke to the villagers. 
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Interspersed with our conversation, he pointed out 
interesting parts of the coastline as we went along. Me 
showed me the seaward entrance to the Devil's Frying Pan 
with its magnificent arch of rock. He also pointed out Dollar 
Ogo to me. The cave did not look particularly impressive 
from the outside, but he told me that students from the 
'varsity had come down and e.xplored it for five hundred 
yards. “ They had to swim most of the way,” he said 
” pushing biscuit tins with lighted candles in front of them.” 

” How far can you get up it by boat ?” I asked. I was 
thinking that it would give me such an excellent opportunity 
of examining the various rock formations. Geology was 
one of my hobbies. But his reply was. ” Not ver>' far.” 

When we arrived at Church Cove. I said, ” I must come out 
mackerel fishing with you some time.” 

Any time you like, sir.” he said as he carried me pick-a- 

back ashore. ” Any of the boys will tell you where I am.” 

Who shall I ask for ?” I enquired. 

” Ask for Big " he replied, as he shoved the boat oft 

and scrambled on board. ” That’s what thev all call me.” 

After the Logan Rock ?” I asked with a grin. 

He looked at me quite seriously and nodded. ” Quite 

nglit, sir, he said. ” After the Ix)gan Rock ” 

That was the last I saw of Big l^gan for a' whole week. 

When I got back to the cottage I found a letter waiting for 

me. It was from my editor. He was not recalling me but 

articles on how the international 
situation was affecting the country. 

came in to see me after supper. He had seen that 

1 f "-anted to know whether 

I mteht h i the position and said tliat 

necessary to go for material. By the wav ** I 

B‘g Logan of Cadgwith ?” 
burely, he said. ” Why >” 

by 

speak '■io:"S„d“ou'"°"'He“lS 

the temptation to gossip was too much for hTm 
no good.” he said, shaking his head. " Not worth tTiat nlft. 

- “ S.MS.-.S'i.'Sj.tV”'- “-WC 

■■ And his father ?” I asked. 

' ‘ One of the fishermen at Cadgwith ’ ’ 

And then I understood why it was that he had been named 
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Lo‘^an. It explained so much of his complex character^ 

'■ He was born at a house near the Logan Rock, wasn t he . 

1 ^sl\0cl 

•• \r It was at the farm up there/' He shook his he^. 

•• But ’hes no good. ’ he said. '■ Hes proved that. He 
married a Birmingham girl who was here on hohday_ She 
had money and she built a house over to Mushing m Gillan 
Slie were A lovely garl. Hut he didn t know when he was uel 
off He played around with tlie local garls and she s divorced 
him now and gone back to Birmingham Now he lives alone 
in a little shack in C'adgwith.” He shook his head a„am. 

■ • 1 le s no good is Big Logan.” lie sai<l as he went out of the room. 

1 smilil to myself at that. Generations of wreckers m 
Kerris I fell, spoke that condemnation of Big Logan. i 
felt sure that it wasn't because he had fooled around with 
he loc al girls that he thonglit Big Logan no good but because 
havm» -ot on to a good thing. Big I^gan had let it go as 
7iever could have done. Big Logan’s parentage 

-tUe.l clown by the light of the o.l lamp 

"‘Sr;; 

being ‘IJ/of In South Devon and in 

more agncnllura areas ^ found’ the atmosphere very tense 
South Cornwall. ho\se\er I'almouth Devonport 

around the big town. 1 '-“d “ ’ or ^ was a warship 

■'’^lo':t^‘f^lrn left toM. 

H w'as this departure of the 

tliom That and the appearance of sandbags, ti 

the Li.ar.l o^lS 

lir V- Ime; and -S 

t.^ u«;::;;t^i i-a . ig-e u. n^vs 

:noti:r^“^vis"heir1S.cation: But ‘-X -<1 ‘he news- 
papers just the same and still hoped against hope. 
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Then on Thursday, August 31, came the news that the 
children were to be evacuated and I had to rc-writc my final 
article, for Cornwall was a reception area and this brought 
the crisis right home to even the remoter farms and villages. 
On Friday I spent the day lazing and batliing, determined to 
forget the war scare. But when I got back I was just in time 
to see the first busload of Midlands children arrive with 
their teachers .at Lizard Town. They looked tired, but happy. 
I stopped and spoke to them. They thought it a grand 
adventure. I found one little boy with a gas mask that 
seemed larger tlian himself who had never been outside 
Birmingham streets. There were many who Iiad never seen 
the sea. I went home to be met by Kerris in a state of some 
excitement. “ Have you heard the news. Mr. Craig ?” 
he asked. “ Germany has marched into Poland. It came 
through on the news midday. And we've got three little 
boys billeted on us. Fair bastards they be. Still, mustn’t 

grumble. Government pays us eight-and-sixpence each 
for them.” 

My stomach felt suddenly hollow within me. So it was 
war after all. Somehow, I had always felt that Hitler must 
climb down if we called his bluff. ” Well, at least the tension 
is over,” I said dully. ” We know the worst.” 

When I had finished my tea I went out for a walk taking 
the path along the cliffs towards Cadgwith. The peace of 
the coast closed in around me. but it was a bitter balm.. The 
fact that this would remain, whatever happened to mv 
generation, no longer afforded me the satisfaction it had done 
a week earlier. Rather, I hated it for its aloofness and felt 
^at It had no right to be so serene and beautiful when all 
Europe was to be subjected to the torture of war. I found 
myself even longing for the appeasement of the previous 
beptember. But i^t was the cry of emotion rather than 
re^on. I knew that it could not be this time. ^Ve were 
not simply tied to Poland by a treaty. We were faced with 
the forces of oppr^ion and brute force and we had to tread 
under-foot before they ran riot over all Europe and 
had outgrown the strength of democracy. ^ 

X myself suddenly looking down upon Cadrwith 

without any knowledge of the walk there. It was iust th^ 
same as before, the boats drawn up on the bL^h the ‘us 
wheeling and screaming, the little white cottages and^the 
sme 1 of fish. That men were dying in a d^ptratffieh? 
for freedom against a mechanised armv that had nr> tErki>»K4. 
but those instilled into its soldiers bv a v^ft 
machine, left this little fishing viUage ^untouched A^d^tfio 
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probability was that it never would be touched. 1 shrugged 
my shoulders. War or no war, there was no reason why 
I should not get an evening's fishing. I went down into the 
village and found Lhg Logan operating the donkey engine 
that hauled the boats up. While the wire hawser was being 
hitched on to the next boat I had time to arrange for two 
houri> fishitig on li^c following day at six in the ev'cning. I 
went to the pub wlicre I heard that five destroyers had been 
seen going down the Channel. The rumour was that they 
were going to pick up the iSvnmn now two days out from 
New York after the hold-up by the .\mcrican authorities. 
‘\nd I spoke to a man who said that the coastguard had seen 
a sufnnannc about six miles oil the coast moving westward. 

'• That will be a bloody U-boat.” my informant told me. 

Like all the otlicr people still on holiday, I tried hard to 
treat tlic following dav as a normal one. Only when actually 
m the water, however, did I forget the atmo.sphcre of tension 
that gripped me. On the beach. I felt moody and depressed. 

I could not settle down to enjoy tlic sunshine and the tempta- 
tion to go back to the cottage to listen to the news l^u‘*ctms 
which ^^cre broadcast with disturbing frequency "as too 
nuKl, for nrc. Aulon.atRally I listened to 
broadcast ll.at were no more tf.an a repe it.on of ‘I" 
ones, m most cases not even worrlerl d.llerent ^ ^ 

nothins new— no ultimatum, no outbreak of hostilities on 
tlic Westcni f ront ; only tlic rapid progress of t.eiman troops 
into I'oland, By the time I left for Cadgwitli I was heartily 

'’'\\ "tli''rp'ur of lines over tlie side of 

ihug-clmg of the engine, 1 was at last .ible to forget that he 
loimirv was living under tlic threat of war. And soon my 

wliole ini, Id was occupied with the task of 1“''"'’- 
Big 1 . 0 Kan stood lacing me at the tiller, whist mg so By 
In's teeth He hardly spoke a word, except unci 

1 hauled a line m and he looked astern for '"‘"P 

of silver that would tell him there was a the 

We went as far as Umas Head. As we 

cigarette an<l put the boat m towards the cliffs. 

have a try for pollock.” he said. ^f.rhoard bow 

The sea was Ketting up and auay on the sta 
1 , ould see the waves swirling white rount a submerg 
- You want to know this coast pretty well. I sai<l. 
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*' You’re right there. It's a wicked bit of coast this — 
submerged rocks everywhere. And they’re not rounded 
like they are over to Land’s End. but all jagged. See the 
Gav Rocks over to Kennack here ?” He pointed across the 
bows to the jagged reef, now half-submerged, that curved 
out across Kennack Sands. *’ A Dutch barge went aground 
there — oh, it must have been four winters back, In three 
days there was nothing of her left except an iron stern post 
that s there to this day, wedged among the rocks.'* 

" Have you had any wrecks recently ?” I asked. “ There 
was the Clan Malcolm, I know — but since then ?” 

' Not just round here. There was one over to St Ives ” 
He lit his cigarette. ” Now the Clan Malcolm, she was a 
lovely wreck — a real CornishinaiTs wreck.”' He shook his 
head over it. *' If we had a wreck like that every year we 
wouldn t need to worry about the winter.” He put the tiller 
down and edged the boat along the shore. W’c were verv 
close in now and the sea was making it difficult for me to 

stand. \ou might get at pollock here,” he said. ” taking 
over my other line. ® 

But. though we circled for more than ten minutes around 
the spot, all I got was a snide— a cross between a baby 
swordhsh and an cel that made the bottom of the boat 

AtTneth thoroughly tied up in the line. 

^ ® 5 headed the boat out to sea again. ” You 

thft time^fVn mackerel on the way back.” he said. At 
that time I had caught just on forty. The sea was gettinc 

hwa^tTor'f.^r of 7’'^ *’<•'<' down on the 

bn^f ! ' 1“"’® "'y The .novement of the 

anaJt hi n worry Logan. \S iih (eet spread slightly 

. to steady KTLlt''' “"d almost 

ouWh7'? Cove and about half a mile 

To "'led Jt'to “"J? ‘“8 

■ ll'.here%vaf onT on^^thisli ‘e ‘tl’’^'V‘b“''^‘ 

see what it was the line went tirrlr' 1 had time to 

whipped overboard. ^ "as 

Instead of bobbing to the surface i.nmediatcly, I seemed 
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to be sucked down into the sea. ‘ 1 was seized with a sudden 
panic. My breath escaped in a rush of bubbles and with 
my lun;:s suddenly emptied. I found myself as near to 
drownuiK 1 have ever been. 1 fought my way upwards 
witl\ a horrible feeling of constriction across the chest. And 
when I thought 1 could not restrain my lungs from functioning 
normally anv longer. I came to tlie surface and trod water, 

gasping for breath. .. u 4 . 

Almo-'t immediately Big Logan hailed me from the boat, 

which luul now circled and was making towards me. A 
moment l.iter lie ha<l hauled me on board and 1 lay panting 
on the bottom of the boat. A fish flapped unhappily on the 
lioards beside mv head. 1 rolleil over and found myself 
face to face witli the mackerel that I had left Big Logan 
to deal with Its plight was so similar to wliat mine had been 
an instant ago that I scooped it up in my 

back into the sea. Then 1 sat up and looked at Big Logan. 

'■ What was It ?'■ 1 asked. . 

lie shook his head and tugged at his bcaid 
got the mackerel oH your Imc." he said. 
tlic weight back into the water, when suddcnlv 
boat was rocking like hell and you were overboanL I ^^d 
up just in time to sec your feet chsappeanng 
i he line was tight in vour hand. 1 could .see that, bomcthin^ 
nrettv bi" mu>J.Miavc'got hol<l of it. If ii<>t only jerked >ou 

youv feet d.,i 

gun !. but it snapped the line as clean as though it had been 

now headed back towards Cadgw.th, and I 
5 Ciamble<l to my feet. _ 

•' How are you feeling ?" he asked. ,, ^ 

■■ Unpleasantly wet, but otherwise all r i,ht. ““ 

was a bit .haken and had to Mt on ‘I''-' ^ „,°°ed up 
rnil “Ir^S "‘‘^UhlJr led ,Tr;:n 'hi, ^ 

:: s: S";; j 

a tunny h^h» a shark — <>r what ^ ^u.rL: ” he said, a 

’ W ell it miuht have been a tunny or a sha , 

tnfk d'llbtf.iny I thought. ■■ You had a mackerel on that 

line, didn't v<^u i*' . the surface 

I nodded. 'And I was in the 

of tlie water just beside tlic boat. • of the 

trough of a wa\'C and moving as ..hark do you 

mackerel. Would it have been the fm of a shark. y 

think ? Do you get sharks round this coast . 
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“ Sometimes. You get ’em on most coasts. ' He shook 
his head. “ It must have been a pretty big one,” 
he murmured. ” You should have seen the state of the sea 
after you’d taken your header. It was as though a whale 
had submerged.” 

He rolled a cigarette for me and we fell silent, smoking 
thoughtfully. I was beginning to feel pretty cold by the 
time we reached Cadgwith. As soon as we had landed he 
took me straight up to the pub. where I was introduced to 
the landlord, given a pair of old trousers and a jersey, and 
my wet clothes hung up to dr^’. I ordered a hot ruin and 
lemon. Big Logan and the landlord joined me with wliiskies 
and then fell to an interminable discussion of the whole 
business. I had already decided it was a shark and I was 
not interested. Sitting in front of the warm kitchen range 
I soon began to feel sleepy. 

Big Logan had to shake me awake in order to tell me that 
he would take me back to Church Cove by boat. 1 could 
hear the wind howling in the chimney and 1 shook my head. 
” I'll walk.” I said. 

” Your clothes aren’t dry yet and you’re tired.” he said. 
” Much better let me run you back. There’s still a little light 
left and the sea isn’t too bad yet.” 

But I shook my head. “ Honestly. I’d like the walk.” 
I told him. ” It’ll warm me up. That is. if you don’t mind 
my hanging on to these clothes until to-morrow ?” I asked 
the landlord. 

That's all right,” he said. ” You’re welcome. And if 
you’ll come over to-morrow we’ll liave your own clothes 
dry for you by then.” 


I thanked him and got to my feet. I tried to pay Big 
Logan for the fishing trip, but he said he didn’t accept money 
for nearly drowning people. And when I tried to insist, he 
thrust the pound note back into the pocket of my jacket, 
which I had put on, wet though it was. because it contained 
my wallet and my keys. He even offered to accompany 
me along the cliffs, but by this time I was feeling sufficiently 
wide awake and buoyed up by the drink to insist that I should 
enjoy the walk. 

As he came out of the pub with me. he called to two fellows 
in the bar to come and help him in with his boat. The evening 
light was still sufficient for me to be able to see it bobbini 
about at Its moorings. The wind was rising still and already 
the waves were beginning to sound noisily on the shingle 
^ tumbled into the inlet. I climbed the roadway 
to the chfifs and met the full force of the growing gale I wa 3 
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more than ever glad then that I had not accepted Logan's 
ofter to run me back to tduirch Cove. 

The heat of exertion made the jersey and the rough serge 
trousers most uncomfortable. I had nothing on underneath 
them and mv sUm was xeiiMtive to the rough material. More- 
over. mv whicli were still wet. squelched at every step. 

1 found the farmvard. and climbing the stone stile, reached 
the path tliat skirtcal the Devil's Frying Pan. The flashing 
of the Lizard hgiii was plainly visible along the coast. There 
was still a slight glow m the sky ahead, but desjute this I 
found It verv ditlicult to see the path and every now and then 
I was reduced literallv to feeling my way along for fear 1 
should strike out towards the e<lge of the cliffs. 

f tvissed the big white house on the headland and in a little 
while'came to a part-wooden bungalow that did service as 
a cafe Half of a window still showed light through orange 
curtains but the other half was already blacked out with 
bnnvn paper. I suddenlv remembered that for moie than 
three hours I had forgotten all about the crisis, fhe rum 
seemed to recede all at once from my bram and lea\ e me 

is niff a 

joh'nn'e'i 1^,, ^pare n>e to 

1 ';vaVinn'ssec‘icr.i.e cowanlice tl,at is the heritage of an 
,nrag,;atlve ntnuh , > ^ 

r:£v.ni,^n;e'r ,^'haie tiia 

«.e pr^se^ H,.;er^ IjnSir ^ 

\ ag«e hh.r. on ^ tr„nt <>. .ne. I 

"S’9 flSr 

' me to a cottage^c^iod 

, ar.llon ‘tlrat i'.cs back front 

••Carillon?" I murmured. f ‘ I asked. 

I had seen the nanm ' Is it so precise and 

,'S'i ,s 

holiday. 
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“ If you care to come with me," T said, " I think I can 
find it for you. It lies just back from this path about lialf a 
mile further on." 

He thanked me and fell into place behind me. As I went 
past him I found that the rather stiff looking waterproof he 
wore was soake<l practically to llic waist. 

" You’re wet," T said. 

There was a moment’s pause, and then he said. ' Yes. I 
have been out in a boat and had some trouble getting a.shore. 
The sea is getting quite rough." 

"Funny!" I said, "[’ve just got wet through too." 
And I told him about my little adventure. 


Somehow I got the impression that he was rather impressed 
by what had happened. " .■\nd what do yon think it was ? " 
he asked, when I had finished. 

I told him I thought it must have been a shark. He had 
drawn level with me as the path widened, and I saw him 
nod. They arc to be seen about these western coasts It 
went for the mackerel." He then referred to tlie crisis and 
asked me whether there were anv fresh developments. Then 
he asked if I had seen anything of the fleet. I told him it had 
passed down the Channel a week ago and that not a single 
naval vessel had been seen off the coast since then, 

except for five destroyers aiul one submarine of unknown 
nationality. 

He sighed. " I am afraid it will be war " lie said 

1 nodded "Oh. well." 1 said, "it's no more than one 

expected. But it s a bit of a shock when it comes." I sensed 

that he too was depre.ssed. " Will you be called up > " I 
asked. r • * 

I expect so." 

" What branch ? " 

" Navy." 

the tVeLhel*"' ^ 

Maybe, he said, but he did not sound very enthusiastic 

walked in silence. Then to take our minds 
off morbid thoughts I began to talk of the coast, the sX S 
rocks and the wrecks. - The fisherman 1 was out wiih to fav 
told me of a Dutch barge that was completely broken up on 
the Ga\ Rocks at Kennack m three days.’’ 1 said 

coas^^'■ " It is a bad 
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“ I know," was his reply. •' There is a great reef out off 
Cadgwith that is not properly charted. It is the worst bit 
of coast I think 1 have ever seen.” 

” Of course, these fishermen know it all,” I said. ” They 
know just wliere to find a sand bottom among the rocks. 1 
suppose the knowledge of the rock formations on the bed of 
the sea is handed down from father to son and grows with the 
knowledge gained by each new generation.” We had reached 
the top of a headland and a path branched off to the right, 
skirting a held. ” You go up there.” 1 said. ” The cottage 
is on the right.” 

He tlianked me an<l we parted, his slim erect figure merging 
into the gloom. I went on down into Church Cove. 


I I 


SUSPICION 

” Will listeners please stand by for an important announce- 
ment which will be made at nine-fifteen.” It was early 
Sunday morning and even the announcer s voice 
strained and unfamiliar. I sat in the Kerris s 
cigarettes and waiting. So we heard of the final tuo-hour 
iiltimatum delivered by Sir Neville Henderson. Later came 
the news that the Prime Minister would broadcast 
fifteen Rather than hang about waiting for what 1 knew 
to be inev^able. I got the car out and drove over to Cadgwith 

with the clothes the landlord had lent me. , , i ' i 

When I returned to the car, with nry own clothes dned 

■and neatly done up in brown paper, I met Big Logan “mmg 
up from Ihe beach. • Von don’t mean to -y yon ve h en 
out with the boats this morning ? I said. 1 here was qiute 
a sea running, though the wind had dropped and it was a 

■ War or no war we’ve still got to earn our 
living.” he said. 1 hope you’re none the worse for >ou 

b!w’‘l' replied, as I threw the bundle of elothes Mo 

the bYck of t'iie car " ■' bunny thing was.’’ I shu«mg 

the door, ” 1 met a fellow on my way back to Church core 

"■"’1^?:^’ ” Where 

"*‘1 'shrugged my shmdders. ” I don’t know. Somewhere 
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round here, I suppose. 1 met him on the path just j^ast 
that little cafe on the cliff.” 

” No boat came in here. We were the last in.” 

” Well, he probably landed somewhere along the coast,” I 
suggested. 

” \\'hy should he do that ? Nc^body would think ol landing 
anywhere between here and Church Co\c witli the sea as jumpy 
as it was last night — unless ol course he had to. How wet 
was he ? ” 


I should saj’ he had been up t<j Iiis waKt in water. 
Anyway, what does it matter ? ” I demanded. 1 was a Irillc 
annoyed at hi.s j^ersistoncc. 

He hesitated. His feet were plated slightly apart and his 
hands rested on the leather belt around his waist. At length 
he said, ” Well. I’ve been thinking. That bu.sincss last 
night — how do we know it was a fish ? ' 

” What else could it have been ? ” 1 asked impatiently, 

He looked at me, and once again I was impressed by the 
shrewdness of his small eyes. ” It might have been a 
submarine,” he said. 

I stared at liim. “A submarine?” Then 1 suddenly 
laughed. ■' But why should a submarine jump half out of 
the water and pounce upon a poor inoffensive mackerel ? 
Submarines don’t have to feed. Anyway, it would be 
dangerous to come so ckjsc in without surfacing.” 

” Did it jump half out of the water ? ” he asked, and I 
saw that he was perfectly serious. ” Arc vou certain it was 
after the mackerel ? ” 


Perhaps jumping half out of tlie water is an e.xaggeration,” 
1 admitted. but at least 1 saw a tin or something streak 
through the water in the trough of a wave.” 

” Or something.” he said. •'Mightn't it have been a 
periscope .■* ” 


1 


1 thought about this for a moment. ” I suppose it might 
igreed. But whj* should it take my line ? ” 

^ The line might have got caught up in the submarine.” 
But It s absurd,” 1 said. 

u see the water after you'd taken that header I 

boiled as though a bloody whale had gone clown. The disturb 
an(:e was too much forashark. Anyway, that's what 1 think. 
.. would it be doing so close in ? ” 1 asked 

Ihats whats been puzzling me.” he said. "But vo 
mentioning that fellow you met leaving got so wet has give 
me an idea. Ihey might have wanted to land someone ” 

1 thought tlus over for a moment. It was not altogethe 
fantastic. And yet it seemed incredible. Looking back 
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think that wliat seemed so incredible to me was not the 
presence (d the submarine, but the fact that 1 had become 
in\olvccl m it-' presence. I am not accustomed to being 
cauf^ht up m violent adventures. My job is to comment on 
drama, not take part m it. ami 1 felt somehow a little sceptical 
of mv being knocked overboard by a submarine. 

■' Old the fellow you met say anything to you . rSig 

Yes, he asked me the way to a cottage called Carillon, 
which stamls back from the cliffs above Chiirch J 

was then that 1 remembered his perfect English, and suddenl> 
it seemed to me that it was almost too perfect. Word for 
word, as far as I could remember it. I repeated my con^ ersa- 

^*''nie*^convers;Uioii seemed harmless enough. Hut Big 
Logan 4s plainly excited. ■' Hon di<l he know there was a 

hidden reef oil Cadgwith ? " he demanded. 

•• He'd been down here before. I pointed out. 
have been you yourself who told him. He probably went 

°"-The4can you tell me how he knew it wasn't properly 
1 couldn’ t but at the same tune I was by no means 

spv he would have the information soon „ j 

, -d h.s ».c.ck and he had 

I'L ;Li'’ron. He'pu. h,s ?,n«crs .o h,, hps as wc went 

Two of h,s M.itnrs in Unrhn ha„d,d 

This morning the British that unless wc 

the (fern, an Go«r,„nenl a "“‘f prepared at 

heard from the,n t,y eh-ven o etc k hat " state- of war 

once to w.Ueefraw fhe-.r ‘toof-^from t ola., 1 __ 

'nndertaT.ni ts' bV:n’'reee.,ve<f and that consee.ucn.fy fh,' 
at the actuality of it. 
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The Premier’s speech was followed by announcements, 
commencing with details of the sounding of air raid sirens. 
The two visitors got up and left the bar, one saying that he 
was going to telephone his brother. When they had gone, 
Big Logan turned to the landlord. " Do you know who lives 
at Carillon now. Joe ? It must be over two years since 
Mrs. Bloy died.” 

” Nearer three,” replied the landlord. ” Old man of the 
name of Cutner has owned it ever since. Retired bank 
manager, I think. What do you want to know for ? ” 

Big Logan hesitated, and then said, ” Oh. nothing — this 
gentleman wanted to know, that's all.” He caught me looking 
at him in some surprise and glanced hurriedly away. ” Know 
whether he has many visitors ? ” 

■■ How should I know ? ” The landlord was looking at him 
curiously. 

No, of course you wouldn’t. I was only ” He 

stopped short. The three of us glanced round the room un- 
easily, aware of a sudden change. I think we all reali.sed what 
it was at the same moment, for we turned and stared at the 
radio set at the far end of the bar. The current was still on 
and we could hear it crackling, but the air had gone dead. 
At the same moment the visitor who had gone out to phone 
his brother came in with an anxious look on his face to .say 
that the local exchange could get no answer from London. 

He and I were the only ones who leaped immediately to the 
obvious conclusion. I thought of Bloomsbur\' with its old 
houses. They would be absolute death traps. ’ And the trees 
and the Georgian houses in Mecklenburg Square — should I 
see those again as I had known them ? ” If it is a raid,” I 

said, “ it’s quick work.” 

Perhaps it’s only a test,” he said. ; 

Or just a coincidence,” 1 murmured. ” The B.B.C. is 
working under emergency conditions and London is probably 
inundated with calls.” ^ 

\es, that s probably it.” His voice did not carry much 
conviction. Later, of course, we heard that an air raid warning 
had been sounded, but the possibility of both radio and tele- 
phone systems having broken down at the same time enabled 
us to continue our conversation while the visitor went back 
to the phone to try again. 

Big Logan steered off the subject of the owner of Carillon 
without any explanation as to why he had been interested in 
the man We had a drink on the house and. after discussing 
the war for a while, we left the pub 

Outside. Big Logan said. ” We’d best go up and have a talk 

fsj#: i$5c 
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with Teil Morgan ■ Morgan wa<i one of the coastguards and 
It was plain that mv companion was not feeling too sure of 
himsi lf. He had not told the landlord about his suspicions, 
and had thus pn veiUed tlie story from circulating throughout 
the villai'e ( learlv he now wanted confirmation of the 
coiulusion lu- had arrived at. The coastguard was the sort 
of father of all wisdom m tlie village. 

But when ! was introduced to him in the Board of Trade 
hut on tlu* chit-, I doubted whether he was as shrewd as Big 
Logan. In their relations with the Government, however, 
tlu^ fishermen of the villagi* always turned to Morgan, since 
he understood the regulations ami knew all about the forms 
thes" had to till in riu* habit had stuck. 

Ihg Logan told him the whole story. With his feel thrust 
sh'dillv apart and his thumbs in his leather waist-belt, he 
seiTmed to fill tlie whole lull, his heanl wagging up and down 
as he spoke. Bv comparison, the little Welshman, seated at 
the desk before' tlie telescope. Seemed very small indeei . 
When l.ogan had finished I sense.l that Morgan was sceptical, 
lie nut his heml on one side like a l)ir<l and drummed with his 
fiug.-rs on the <iesk. '• It IS possible, of course.;; he conceded, 

ami he darted a glance at the big fisherman. 

1 saw what 1 think was a U-boat about six miles of! the coast 
only yesterday. ' He leaned forward m lus chair. But 

when" would he lia\ i‘ landeil ? 4 i t 

■■ What about the Devil's Frying Pan ? suggested Logan 
• Yes, iiideed-but it was very choppy last night. 1 he 

boat would have been stove in.' , •• Thev're 

They have collapsible boats.’ replied Logan. they re 

il 'vas possible to land .a nian safely trom 
a s,d,manm.’at ,l,el.ry.n« Kan. 

to ? Surely they would have all their spies in tlu countrt 

'■-'irw'as .a rerv reasonable point. I.osan shniRged Ins great 
sholdders. ■■ l-n. not responsdile for '“"^,t„.;rorthe 

I droid ' war 'senJ ‘as h:;rV'rr™llec't important information 

'"rhe‘'e:;astgi.ar,l considered tins for a moment whilst he 

explored his small discoloured teeth wath ^ 

length he shook his head and said, - ^on know, there 

Iwrrrrser'one ■; ' TlnrVar,;', a s'hark, I he displacement ot 
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water was too great. It was either a submarine or a whale. 
And if you think you've ever seen a whale from this little 
perch of yours, you'd better put in for your discharge right now.'' 

This outburst apparently left the little coastguard unmoved. 
He continued to drum with his fingers on his desk and to pick 
his teeth with the toothpick. In the end he turned to me 
and said, " Wliat do you think about it, Mr. Craig ? " 

His question put me in an awkward situation. I was not 
at all convinced that Logan was right. It seemed much too 
fantastic. On the other hand. I did not want to offend him. 
I said, “ I think the matter ought to be investigated." 

The coastguard then turned to Logan. '* What would you 
like me to do about it ? Get on to the police ? ” 

What the hell’s the good of the police ? ” demanded 
Logan. " Either get on to the Admiralty, or phone Scotland 
Yard and tell them to pass the information on to M.I.5.” It 
was only then that I realised that he must be old enough to 
have been through the last war. Generally the inhabitants of 
English country districts call it the secret service. " If you 
don't feel like doing cither of these," he continued, " I suggest 
we settle the matter locally." 

" How ? " 

" Well, figure it out this way." he said. " You’re probably 
right when you say a spy wouldn't be landed by submarine— 
certainly not on this part of the coast. If he is a German, 
then he'll have been landed to collect information. And if 
he s been landed to collect information^ he’s still got to get 
it back to the submarine. Our job is to sec that he doesn’t " 
i! '■‘^joined his boat already." I said. 

What— last night ? ’’ Big Logan shook his head. " The 
sea was rising fast. By the time he’d reached the cottage and 
pt back to the shore again it would have been absolutely 
impossible to get a boat in anywhere along the cliffs there. 

Wh'=t I I '^"'“"8 at Cadgwith even. 

What I suggest is, we be m wait for him on the cliffs above the 

Frj'ing Pan to-night. If he doesn't come— well then, we can 
consider what’s best to be done " 

The coastgu^d considered this. Then he said. " All right 

f f on the cbffs' 

Hp noHH head there *' 

He nothled through the window to the opposite headland that 

parded the entrance to Cadgwith from the south-west " I 
suppose \ve can take your boat ? ’’ 

Big Logan nodded. '• Surely. And take that old service 
revoWer of yours. Ted— you may need it." 

The coastguard pulled open a drawer and. routing among 
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a pile of ^ON trimicut forms atul other papers, produced a 
revolver, I le turiunl it over reflectively in his hand as though 
it brought back ohl memories. Then he shook his head. 

' It's early for spy scares. Still, it won't do any harm to take 
it aloii”." 

So it was that at iiine-thirtv that evening Big Logan and 
1 met on the path above the Devil's Frying Pan. By that 
time I had heard the news of the sinking of the A//icnia and 
was suffering from that indefinable «lesire to express my horror 
in action This, I think, is the most deadly moral effect of 
war. As I had walked along the path from Church Cove my 
mind had evolved all sorts of wild schemes by which I could 
bring about the destruction of the submarine. It wasn't 
uiild I had settled down to tin- long vigil on the cliff-top that 
1 '’ave a thought for the men in the boat itself. Ihen all the 
horror of the' 7Vn7fs ilisaster flooded back into my mind, 
lonriialism ami the thealn- foster the growth of an imagination. 
And in war an imagination is a ilefinite handicap. I could 
not help— despite the sinking of the Aihcnia—A sudden feeling 
of deep sympathy for men of the C.erman submarine service 
scattered about the high seas, cooped up in their sled shells, 
faeing a horrible and almost nu'vilable dcatli. 

Hut after all, there was no question of destroying the 
Mibmanne. Somehow I felt thankful that Big Logan had 
not felt sure enough of liimsclf to insist upon the .\dmiralty 
being notiticd. I could picture the torpedo boat 
the shelter of the headland and then dashing out as the U-boat 
lubnlc^cO, to drop depth ch.rgcs th.t "ou d blow ba k 
to the surface and destroy her utterly. But there w^ oniy 
Big Logan's boat waiting, with no bigger |he 

co,"sl-guard’s revolver, and the two of s' tmg o" t°P 
rfiffs \nvwav there probably was no U-boat. 

That beUef gVew as the hours slipped monotonously by^ 

We could neither smoke nor talk. Wc e°‘^Jntil 

the westward sale of tl,c Frying Pan, watching ^ 
everything merged into the blackness of a timncl. 
no stars, no moon- tlie mght was like a pit. 1 h^ brougn^ 

some chocolate. Wc ate that, spinning j (j, j began 
possible, for it gave us somethmg to do. At leng e 

to fed drow.v. U was then nearly two. 1 was 
For a time I felt angry with ^ig Logan ^ The belief 

would accompany him on had ^ 

that he did not know a shark when he saw one fiaa g 

a certainty by the time I shaken out 

It seemed but a second |hdt 1 uas bung 

of my sleep. 1 opened my mouth to speak, but a b 
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closed over it and Big Logan’s voice whispered in my car, 
" Keep quiet and watch the sea.” 

I felt suddenly tense. The night was as black as ever 
and. as I stared out into it, I felt that I might just as well 
be blind. Then suddenly a light showed out there on the 
water. I saw its reflection for an instant in the sea. Then 
it was gone, and the night was as dark as ever, so that I felt 
it must have been my imagination. 

Big Logan did not move. I sensed the rigidity of his body 

His head, only a few feet away from my own, was just visible. 

It was tilted slightly to one side as he listened, his eyes fixed 

on the spot where I supposed the water must flow into the 
Frying Pan. 

At length he rose. And I scrambled to my feet too, though 
I had heard nothing. He took my arm and together we 
moved with great care back on to the path. There we waited, 
huddled against the wall of the big white house that lay back 
from the Fr>'ing Pan. “ The boat has arrived." he whispered 
m my ear. " It’s down in the Frying Pan now. And I saw 
the flash of your friend’s torch away along the cliff as 
he signalled the submarine.” 

sound of footsteps on 
the path. Actually I suppose it was only a few minutes. 

Th^ drew nearer. I felt Logan tense for the spring. Then 

they ceased. Almost at the same time there was the flash 

of a torch reddened by a screening hand. And in that flash 

haH f ™ ''''®^®^*'oof-clad figure stood out quite clearly He 

wt^had the exact spot^whwe 

of T7^ • He was descending the steep^shoulder 

of the F^mg Pan towards the archway. ^ snouiaer 

-Por all his bulk, Logan moved swiftlv He wa<; Hown fi,» 

thi* pih^® As^ the darkness, almost before I had crossed 
Pounce^^Tf^ ^ scrambled down the shoulder 1 saw him 

what hap^Led^bnt‘T*t^*^^^K“ distinguish 

attaok iS ! think the man turned just before the 

I'egot no chance to use it Loean hln 

r 

" Search him '■ he saM.^ ^' mouth. 

auWtinn‘'tL^%«tet‘''o^ /he outline of an 

nnin4- . pocKet ol his waterproof I r^Tt 

SnaU' by''‘"tU‘h 

by its light 1 h^vf a vivi^ me '?'’i blinded 

b J- nave a \iMd mental picture of Big Logan’s 
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bcArdc<l hea<l in >i!lioucttc against tliat dazzling light. The 
light came steadily nearer. A tall man in uniform was 
st^inding o\cr ii''. His arms rose and fell, and as it fell in 
front (d the toixli 1 saw that his hand grasped a big service 
revolver by tlm barrel. There was a sickening thud, and 
BiC l.o^Mn >i\Mnpcd forward. The man in the watcrprooi 
thru'.t T.og.in’s bcxlv away from him and scrambled to his 
feet Something cold and hard was pre.ssed against my head. 

I knew what it was and 1 thought my ku>t hour had come. 

1 he man had not switched olf his torch and I could see Big 

I.ogan's head hanging loosely over a rock 

trickling down from his scalp into his beard. 1 thought the 

blow had killed him. , 

■ Wir werden sie belde mitnehmen. It was the man 

in lh<' w.iterproof speaking. 1 was never so Ihaiiktul lor a 

knowledge of (hrman. Their decision to take us along was 

pn-Mimablv due to a desire to leave no evidence of the fac 

that they had landed and to safeguard, as far as possible, the 

The man in the waterproof turned to me. iou must 
regard vourself as our prisoner. " he said in his precise English. 

• You wall walk two paces in front. Any attempt to escape 
or to attract attention and you will be shot He 
nieSorward with his automatic, and then he and the oth 

u.e./ana 

>lumbled into the arms of a man ^ Karl.” answered 

ll.c man in llie waterproof. behen =>ic. ua 

Koot kommen.” , ^ ^. .. 

■ /u Befehl. I h rr commander of the 

So l.ogan had belli wonder what it 

1 -l^oat that IkuI Ikth lan<U I. h'lvc been some- 

was that he hail eonn ashore for risk at 

thing of considerabk- realised that one 

till- outbreak of war. Ue ought ■ 

of the boat s enw might headland- 

hope now lay m the coaslguart , w< what had 

or had they already dealt with him . Was ina 

put tliem cm their guard 
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The boat was dragged in closer. It was a collapsible 
affair with two oars, and by the time Logan's inert body 
had been placed in it, there seemed no prospect of it holding 
four more men. However, it did. though it sat very low in 
the water as a result. The commander sat facing me with 
his automatic ready, while the other two men took an oar 
each. 

Silently we slid beneath the great archway that had 
originally formed the entrance to the cave before it had 
collapsed to make the Trying Pan. It was lighter as soon 
as we got out into the open sea and it was possible to 
distinguish the dim outline of the cliffs towering above us. 
Soon, however, even this landmark merged and was lost in 
the night. It seemed impossible to believe that we should 
find the submarine in the dark until, turning my head, 1 saw 
the merest pinprick of a light showing straight over our bows. 

I looked back at the commander. He was watching me 
the automatic gripped in his hand, its barrel pointed at me! 
Big Logan lay inert between us. There was no sign of the 
coastguard’s boat. Then I began to think of the information 
that the U-boat commander had presumably obtained W'hat 
was it— movements of merchant ships, fleet dispositions, 
transport sailings ? It might mean the loss of hundreds 
of lives If he were allowed to reach the submarine with it 
?. position. The boat rocked dangerously! 

btill ! Though the commander spoke Knglish. his voice 
was not English. There was something cold about it. and 
1 sat ngid, the automatic thrust a few inches nearer 

T others. On me lay the responsibility for action, 

iumn suddenly I made up my mind. I would 

ThT? was boun<l to capsize 

Jp^ring happen. I tensed my muscles for the 

stSed’ oura uddtrp^ica^ oTfight 
rest^on the rubber bVa'rblinding is ‘iompk-tib- ‘^"Th^drUe 

a“L‘o\'tTap"silg boa"! 

The searchlight bore rapidly down on us The hn.f'= 
intention was obvious It \va«s *. ' boats 
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rtung <;pray right o\er the advancing boat. It veered away 
and I saw the grey lines of a British torpedo boat flash past 
our stern, the water swirling up from its bows. Before I 
had time to do anvtliing tlie steel bows of a submarine nosed 
alongside. 

The commander jumpetl o\it on to the deck, which was 
half awash. In an instant I found myself hauled out of the 
boat and bundled towards the conning tower. I passed 
the for’aril gun just as it fired again and my ears went com- 
pletely deaf. As I was thrust down the conning tower hatch 
I saw the torpedo boat swing in a great arc. Its searchlight 
suddenly went out and everything was black. The 
commander tlropped down besitle me, shouting a string of 
orders so fast that I could not understand them. Imme- 
diately the submarine's engines came to life and she began 
to swing sharply to port. I knew then that the commander 
was afraid of being torpedoed and I felt a sudden emptiness 
inside me. 

Logan's great body, still unconscious, was tlirust down 
the hatch almost on top of me. We were pushed out of the 
wav and the crew scrambled down, two carrying the man uho 
had been Iht. The hatch closed with a bang. The souml 
of the eitgines immediately seemed like a great throbbing 
I'lulse It was very warm and there was a strong smell of 
oil. We were bundled into two bunks out of the way. Lvery 


man was at his action station. . , 

The boat seemed to shudder as she gathered way. A bell 
sounded, and a few secomls later the floor look a deeded ti t. 
We were diving. It was a crash dive aiul the roar of the 
eLCnc motors"took the place of .ho .l.esels. We were no 
sooner on an even keel than I sensed rather than actually 
felt the boat turning. I had read enough about submaime 
exocriences in the (Ireat War to know what the commander 
was trying to avoid. The muscles of my face contracted m 
anticipLion and my hands were clenched so tight that the 

nails bit into tlie palms. ti hmt 

A second later it came— a terrific crash. The 

bucke<l as though .. had hit a rock and there 

of breaic.ng crockery. The "a"' u 1 n dealhi; 

blown, the motors stopped. I here uas a suaci y 

stillness. And in that stillness it was just 
the drone of the torpedo boaf.s propellers on ^he ^ rface^j^^ 
tlie sea above us. The emergency lighting came < m 11 
shock of the depth charge had rolieil Logan 

into the gangway. He ‘ bloody, 

now. Then he saw me and said. My head leeis j 






4 


( 


THE DISAPPEARANCE OF WALTER CRAIG 33 

There are sort of explosions going on inside it. It feels as 
though It will burst.” 

I was about to enlighten him when a second depth charge 
exploded. It was n6t so near as the other, but even so the 
U-boat rocked violently for the trim was bad. The bows 
seemed to dip and then there was an ominous jar for’ard 
I-ogan took one look round the place and understood. He 
\\a.s like a drunkard that has suddenly been sobered up by 
danpr. His eyc.s cleared and ho was instantly alert. ^ 

Ihe commander shouted some order. Two seamen dashed 
down the gangway, pushing Logan to one side. They wore 
followed by the man who liad knocked Logan out. He was 
the first-heutenant. For a moment everything seeme^l 
pandomomum. f)rders were shouted and men rLhld 
Then there was quiet. Water was flooding in from the 
control room. The crew were on the hand geaf for evervthine 

at the enquiry that the men would not have suffered greatly"'^'^ 

*■ He s^d ?" asked Logan 

-d water is 

by this timrtirL:kirSe°L':f ■" But 

Two more depth charfFpc i room had been stopped, 

commander came out of ??. distance. ^ The 

engineer officer. He report'd 

but port motor damaged^ One stopped, 

down with 'flu walkid dazedlv 1-, f who was 

”Hin?- " happen^?' he Sfed^^ 

" fractured.” . 

The commander" then motor working.” 

Part of it I could not catch second. 

remarks gave me some idea of iHiat IILh second's 

ot nhat had happened following 
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the first depth charge. The explosion had apparently blown 
open the engine-room liatch allowing a huge volume of water 
to enter. Then the pressure of water from outside had sealed 
the hatch complolelv. Moreover, it appeared that the boat 
was now far too heavy and bobbing about between fifty 
and sixty feet. “ We ll have to empty the bilges,” the 
cummancler <lecided sud<lcnly. ” even if the oil docs give our 

po'^itjt^n awav/' 

The second gave tlic order, and soon even a layman like 
mvself could realise that the boat was lighter and more 
manageable. Then the second and the commander bent over 
a chart, I could just see them from where I was seated on 
mv bunk I think the commander must have sensed me 
watching him, for he looked up and his ga/c swung from me 
to 1 ogan. Then he strode tlown the gangway. He was 
still dressed in civilian clothes and wearing his stitt military- 
looking water-proof though the interior of the submarine 
was getting extremely hot. He stopped opposite Logan. 
“ You are a fisherman, are you not he asked. 

Lo^an looked up and no<iiled. 

■■ Well I do not expect vou want to die any more than 
we tlo ' the commander said. ” I should be glad if you would 


t^r^<■.loboattobp^a.t,M« ^o^us.••_ ^ ^ .^cklcnly clickc.l 

his finger. ” Well. I'm me to bclitwe 

took mv word for it altrr all- ^ j,jto the U-boat 

n was a shark.” He poke.l a large 

comniancK-r s ribs. ‘ It wnsti t us ge Ki,.^^av' submarine 


commander s ribs. It waM. - I, j^ody submarine 

„ur-- that gave you away. U w. s > our > 

coming up right under my boat when he and 1 
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mackerel last night. A shark! Well, I’m damned !” And 
suddenly he began to laugh. He laughed until the tears ran 
down his cheeks. The crew gathered round, staring at him. 
I think they thought he had gone off his head with fright. 

At length, weak with laughter, he said, “And here you 
are, like a lot of stuckpigs, just because you interfered with 
,• this gentlemans fishing.” I thought he was going off into 
^ another paroxysm of laughter. But suddenly he sobered up. 
Know what I’ll do ?" he said. “ I'll make a bargain with 
you— the papers you got from your friend at Carillon for 
information about the currents.” 

1 thought the commander would strike him. Ho was a 
young man and Logan had made him furious. He was a 
nice looking lad. very slim and erect, but he had the Prussian 
features and the Prussian lack of any sense of humour. The 
joke was on him and he could not see it. ” You are a 
prisoner,” he said. His voice was cold and precise. ” You 
will do as you are told.” 

see you on the Gav Rocks first,” was Big Logan’s 
reply. And he began to bellow with laughter again. 

commander’s hand came up instantly and smacked 
Logan first on one cheek and then on the other. Logan’s 

olirwow S hi;*hu“" commander out with 

Tlie second immediately drew his revolver. I read Logan’s 

time one of the 

enn if behind. But as the second raised the 

^ another officer who had 

b^^ffoll ’’he ‘I navigating officer. ”Dm" t 

broken English " Eet 
surface. Then we should be all right outs^Hs we could 

. the'iSn Tihe 

helping you are I’ve livpd h^r +if^ what my terms for 

not afraid to die by it even if iUs^n^a^T 

And that goes to n^e too " I sai7 
gesture for my stomach felt }^} ^ heroic little 

by suffocation. I suppose most npo * '°nght of death 

possess a mild form of claustmrJh ^ ^ invagination 

I-...'. “V“ 
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The navigating; officer, whom I guessed to be a far more 
human individual and consequently a much better reader of 
character, immediately took Logan at his word and set about 
re\'i\ing the commander. This took several minutes for 
Logan's whole weight had been behind the punch. 

The man eventually staggered to his feet, but he was so 
tlazed by the blow that it was several minutes before the 
navigating officer couhl make him understand the position. 
When he did he blazed up in a fur>’. " You have the audacity 
to trv to make terms with me," he cried, turning on Logan. 
But he kept his distance this time. " You come aboard this 
ship as a prisoner, you behave like a lunatic, strike the 
commander and tlmn expect to barter information tvlnch 
vou possess on fantastic terms." He Rave an order to the 
crew Three of them closed in on Logan. Logan remained 
calm'and impas.dvc. but his little grey eyes roamed the narrow 
gangway, gauging distances and possibilities. It looked 

^'*^Thc^naVigatuig otliccr. however, continued to talk in low 
tones with the commander. The two men were of completely 
contrasting types, The navigating officer was small m ''C'ght 
and rather stocky, with a round ruddy face that spoke of 
years at sea. The commander, on the othe^r hand. / 
typical Nazi— excitable, overbearing and co d-blooded. > 
oVer. the nav.g,rtms officer apparently 

commander turned to Logan and said, > coon^as it is 
will land you and your companion on shore as soon as 

"'fpKdurS the surface of the d.ffs 

Cn °nd H^au^d 

ho said. , •< Well vou won’t 

The commander swung round on him. > . 

gel them — understand that. ^ •• i^.-an answered 

•• Then neither will your superiors, LX)„an 

(uuctly. , .. better of him 

^ Whin the fury of a /pretty sight, 

and he is at the same tunc baffled^ it - ou/against the 

1 wondered how long strain had been 

inccbsant tcribion of bCT\ ice rnmm inders in the last 

too ercat for u number of sub.uar.ne commanders 
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At last he mastered himself sufficiently to say, “ Very well, 
wcil stay down for half an hour.” 

And send yourself and your crew to certain death ?” 
asked Logan. He looked at me. ” That serves our purpose 
just as well, eh ?” 

I had to agree with him, though I felt like being sick. 


^ The commander tried to bluster for a moment. ” You 
^ are bluffing,” he shouted angrily. 

Logan shrugged his shoulders. ” You'd best call my 
bluff, if you think so.” 

The man’s uneasiness, however, got the better of him. 

watching Logan for some seconds and then he 
said, ” All right. I’ll get you the papets,” He turned and 
strode down the gangway to the officers' quarters. 

I looked at Logan, wondering what good it would do to 
get hold of the papers since the man might very well have a 
copy or have memorized them. ” Why don't you keep silent 
and let them run on the rocks ?” I asked in a whisper 

Because ’ he replied. ” the drift of the current here is 
seaward. They’re as safe as houses, if they only know it 
If we cant get an undertaking from them to wireless the 
information through to I-ort Blockhouse, then wc’H have to 

and scare them into surfacing and hope that the torpedo 
boat will still be around.” ^ 

The prospect seemed pretty grim. 

hHH inT' before the commander returned. He 

held in his hand a single sheet of paper. This he handed to 

the navipting officer, who passed it on to Logan. ” Now 

so^aricould^kn^ the sheet of paper and then lield.it out 
of it But it^o ^ remember all the details 

rendezvous for® H.r '“"gitude and latitude, of a 

one frmn squadrons of British ships- 

were mafnly^ ^d n^.'':!™® 

baVt';elps‘^^«rt^'’„suffik‘^^^^^ '“-o- four 

for the U-boats !” screened. What a chance 

There were certainly not nearly so many destroyers and 
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torpedo boats with this squadron as with that coming up 
from (iiliraUar. My eyes travelled on down the paper. The 
rendezvous was for Monday, September iS at 13-30 hours. 
The object of the gathering was to sweep up the Channel, 
pass through the Downs and carry out a raid on the Kiel 
Canal Hlockships were to be waiting in the Downs and 
these were to be sunk in the canal if it proved possible to * . 
silence the shore batteries. Raids by Bomber Corn^mand V 
of the K \ I' were to accompany the attack and three fighter | 
squadrons would co-operate m preventing enemy aircrait 

from harassing tlie raiding lleet. r .1 1 t 

As I grasped the magnitude and daring of the plan. I could 

not iKlp being amazed at the ability of the 

service to obtain information of such a vitally 

- Have they got a chance of sinking those four battleships ? 

Omte a good chance, I should say," Logan replied. 
if tlu'rc arc enough U-boats in this vicinity they might have a 

shot at the main gathering.” , , , , .u,. r,.mmander 

Our conversation was 'nlernipted ^by the com^ 

•• Stdp that whispering." he ordered. and Lt us have the 

*1 

Bltickhoiise. Portsmouth. •• Vnn have the inform- 

Tlic comman.ler’s eyes narrowed. ) 

w^r^rc;:™. Us'ulf W tlri Ji.cnl.c. of nry courrtry. If you 
n 0 a copy of this or if you iravc n.ernor.ze 1-— 

■• f imvc\, ether ernned rt nor rrrerrronzed ,t. the other 

'"■■Tn tliat ertse tt.erc is no objection to yonr sending my 

“'fblf'^rnar^ernml^d <-nvard. There^^w^_ sonret.rmg 
stealthy, almost cat-hke ... ir„y „ot by a 


stealthy, almost cat-l.Ke ... uw „ot by a 

not fie called a liar .n "'N ' .i,,, ’ to demand^ 


not l.e called a nar i. n.> ' ,,,s<,lcncc to dcin.tnd 

n.e nav.gatn.g ’be vonr hies as well as ours." 

■If these slnps inert the loss of hundreds 

tf.e paper in h.s liand, it may mean 
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' of lives. It’s our lives against theirs. We prefer that it 
should be two and not several hundred British lives that arc 
lost. So it’s Davy Jones for you if you don’t give me a solemn 
pledge to radio my warning to the authorities as soon as I 
have got you out of this mess and you have a chance to dry 
off your aerials.” 

As you wish,” said the commander. Tlicre was something 
of a sneer in his voice. I tliink he thouglit we might crack 
up under the strain, for after he had barked out an order 
I in German he stood watching us. The hiss of the compressed 
air entering tl^e tanks of the submarine, forcing the water 
out, was incredibly loud. It seemed to fill my cars. 

Now do you still withhold the information we need ? 
If you do. I am going to surface and take a cl>ance with this 
torpedo boat of yours.” And when neither of us answered, 
the commander shrugged his shoulders. ” Gun crews stand 
by !” he ordered in German. Then he disappeared up into 
the conning tower. 

The next few minutes were some of the most unpleasant 
I have ever experienced. It was not difficult to sense the 
tension in the submarine. The atmosphere was by now getting 
very heavy and I was sweating like a pig with the heat of the 
• ^place. The hiss of the compressed air gradually lessened 
Y The second officer adjusted the trim. The submarine had 
risen on an even keel and was now, I presumed, lying at 
periscope depth while the commander watched the torpedo 
poat and chose his time. I wondered whether the port diesel 
had been affected or not. If it had, then we were for it. 

Ihe comrnander’s voice suddenly called out, “Blow 
all tanks . Surface!” The compressed air hissed in the 

'‘P quickly that I could hear the 
back from the deck. ”Geschuetzmanns- 
chaften auf Bereitschaft !” The gun crews swarmed like 

conning tower. The hatch slammed back 
^ and feet sounded over our heads. Then the one diesel engine 

' shuddered as tlie bows bit into^the 

» 'vould be at their stations now. I could 

' sijsr ’.s • 

.. .h, .i.„. ..sS”!." “."S” 
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Tlie whole sliij> secmoil to bo slialiinj; and rattling. The 
dm was incredible. I hon snddcnlv there was a sharp detona- 
tion and wo wore* almost thrriwn off onr feet. For a moment 
I thought we had !)een hit bv a torpedo. Hut i had barely 
recovered inv balance when tlie cx[>losion was repeated and 
I reah/ed that it was the after gun being lired. So the torpedo 
boat liail spotted us and we were in action ! . 


I'o analv^^e my hopes during the minutes that followed 
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IS ijuitr imposMble. 1 was torn between the desire for sclf- 
proservation and what I sensed to be my <luty. 'I'he two 
were completeh' irrecoiicihible. I have, however, a \i\id 
recollection of growing horror at the idea of being imprisoned 
and suflocated in that infernal L*-boat. and towards the 
end of the action I must admit that that was my dominating 
thought. 1 must have been in a pitiable state of funk by 
the end tor I remember nothing about it except that I babbled • 
incoherent nonsense whilst Logan shook me till my teeth 
rattled in order to prevent me from going completely oft niy 
head. 

It was a most unpleasant experience, and as an exhibition 

It ihust have been disgusting. Strangely enough, it did not 

make it impossible for me afterwards to go in a submarine 

again. In fact, those twenty minutes seemed to sweat alL^ ^ 
r * .11 T nrrfj n r\fi f I 


terror of death by sutlocation out of me. Logan, on the 
other hantl preserved that same calm throughout the engage- 
ment though he informed me afterwards that he had never 
acluallv been in a submarine before. All his experience oi 
submarine warfare in the last war had been gaiiie<l on mme- 
sweeiiers and coastal patrols, and later on • () ’ ships. 

! do not remember much about that engagement. All 
that remains vivid in inv mind is the throb of the engines, 
wliich seemed to pulse right througli me, the draught from 
the open conning tower hatch, the incessant gunfire and my 
own terror. I remember that a few minutes from the outset 
tlie after gun crew ceased firing. Hut they remained at their 
stations and some ten minutes later the for ard gun 
fire and at the same time the commander 


point turn to starb.iard ^eight points represent a 
‘ ’r? that reallv linished me. for I was 


1 think it wus this onK i -- i i i 

pretty certain that it meant a torpedo had lieen launched at 

ater I learned from listening to the conversation of the 

officers and men that we had surfaced ‘ Iwith The 

off Cierleon Cove winch lies just east of Cadgwith.> 1 ht 

torpedo boat was st.il of. Oulgwith. but within a few seconds 

her scurchhght had picked up the U-boat. Ihc torpedo 
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boat had immediately extinguished her searchlight. The 
commander, explaining the action to the navigating officer 
later, said that the drone of the torpedo boat's engines was 
plainly audible from the conning tower even above the sound 
of the U-boat's own engine. The order had been given for 
the U-boat's searchlight to be switched on and as soon as it 
^ had picked out the attacking craft the after gun crew had 
' opened fire. 

The U-boat was then travelling almost due east with the 
torpedo boat dead astern. Shortly aftei^vards the gun crew 
scored what looked like a direct hit and the torpedo boat 
swerved off its course and was lost to sight. The U-boat then 
made a turn of sixteen points and doubled back in the hope 
of shaking off the torpedo boat if it were still in action. 

What actually happened I have pieced together from a 
talk I had some months later with the coastguard who was 
on board the torpedo boat. After getting out of range of 
the U-boat's searchlight, the boat had hove-to and listened 
for the sound of the submarine's engine. As they had 
expected, the U-boat's searchlight was extinguished and it 
began to double back. By this time the clouds had tliinned 
and a rather pale young moon had appeared. As the U-boat 
'Approached they got under way with their engines just ticking 
over and moved up between the shore and the 
f merge their craft into the background 

of the chfls. This proved so successful that they had actually 
manoeuvred into position and fired their torpedo before they 
were sighted. In actual fact, it was the torpedo, and not the 
torpedo boat, that the U-boat commander first sighted for 
the wake of the torpedo showed like a streak of silver in the 
m^nbght. It then that the order for an eight point 

searchlight picked 

out the torpeJo h^t and the for'ard gun opened fire As the 
submarine swung on to her new course the after gun crew 

almost immediately this time 
land their third shot hit the sea just behind the to^edo boat 

the engines and injuring one mZ 

above our heads. The meo came tumbling down through thl 
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cuiiimij^ lt»\vcr. ilic luUcli cover slammed to and in a few 
sc“C()nd>. I was expcncncmg my second crash dive of the 
cwcmng. 

This time, liowever. we were far enough out for the 
commander to Iiavc complete confidence in the charts. There 
w.i-' app^irenlly a sand bottom aiul the dive was straightened \ 
out, tlie tjoat tr. mined and we settled slowly on to the bed of 
the sea 1 or marly an hour we could hear the ugly boom of | 
defith charges m the distance. Xonc came \’ery near us, * 
howeea-r, and we settled down to a long 

I think It was this long vigd that really cured me of my 
terror. Time dulls the senses and m the end I settled down 
to a gaiiie of card>. That wc were allowed, as prisoners, to 
indulge m a game of card> by a commander who obviously ' 
could not regard us m too friendly a light may seem surprising. 

1 think mv own exhibition of terror was the cause, Fear 


is uitt lung, and fear m a submarine at a time of emergency 
IS to be avoided at all costs. 

That game of poker must constitute something of a record. 
It started at three o'clock m the morning and it went on, 
siiliject to various interruptions, until nearly midnight the 
following night- W’e sat or reclined on tlie bunks and for 


r-\ r 


a table we had a packing case from the store chamber. The"^^ 
hglu, which was directlv above us. threw the interior of the 


bunks into complete darkness, so that it was impossible to 
see anyone's features, and even when they leaned forward to 
[)ut their cards down it only shone on the tops of their heads. ^ 
l lie contrast between Logan's head and tho.se of the Germans 
wlio ['laved with us remains very vivid in my mind. His 
hair stood up like a great mop. which together with his beard, 
ga\ e him a ven,’ wild look. The Cicrmans. on the other hand, 
had close-cropped heads and even those whose overalls were 
blackened with oil still managed to look quite smart. 

The luiMgation ollicer played with us most of the time, 
acting as interpreter. At l^ogan's suggestion I pretended that 
I did not uiidc-rstaud a word of German, a pretence which 
was to stand us in good stead later. Different members of 
the crew joined us at various times. They gave us the bcnehlf 
of the tourist rate of exchange for our money. Nobody 
iiceined to fed like slei’p until well into the next day. 

I i.egan to feel drowsv. however, quite soon after breakfast 
uhich w.is an exccllent'meal of pressed ham and hard boiled 
c-gs l (,r a time I placed more or less aulomatically. Dig 
Logan, on the other hand, seemed to remain d^ite tresii 
Despite tlic language bar. he seemed to get on the best of 
terms with those he played with, laughing and joking, so that 


THE DISAPPEARANCE OF WALTER CRAIG 


43 




> 






it was dillicult to realize that we were in imminent danger of 
our lives. In fact, the atmosphere became so friendly that, 
with the sound of Big Logan's voice booming in my ears, I 
found it difficult to believe in my drowsy state that I was 
not back in the pub at Cadgwith. 

By midday the air was beginning to get pretty bad and 
most of us lay down and tried to sleep. Throughout the 
whole time we were submerged the engineers were working 
on the port electric motor. Twice it was started up. but each 
time there was an awful clanking sound. By lunch-time 
they had given it up, and in the afternoon they also turned in. 

The only man who did not seem to sleep at all was the 
commander. I did not like him. He was the personification 
of the effects of Nazism upon the youth of Germany. He 
was cold-blooded, brutal and very ready to sneer. But he 
was efficient. He could not have been more than about 
twenty-five, yet his men had complete confidence in him. 
His coolness when actually in action had the quality of a 
machine, and I could not help thinking that if the German 
army were officered by a sufficiency of young men of his calibre 
it must be a very powerful machine. 

But like so many Germans, especially those of Prussian 
stock, he lacked any understanding of the importance of 
psychology. He formed his opinion of men and expected 
them to act thereafter according to a formula. As far as the 
men under his command were concerned this seemed to work 
out well — he knew how each one would react in given 
circumstances. But like so many Germans he had no under- 
standing of the English. Whether we are a much more 
complex race than the Germans I do not know — perhaps we 
are. At any rate, 1 had several verbal clashes with him. for 

K ^ ^ journalist he began to question me 

about the reasons Britain had entered into the war. He simolv 
could not understand that we had entered purely and simply 
because we hated the precepts of Nazism and refused to live 
indefinitely under the threat of aggression. He spoke 
sneenngly of imperialistic aims and honestly believed that the 
whole thing had been engineered by Churchill and Eden 

As regards myself, too. he revealed himself as having not 

understanding of the complex psychollgicl 
reactions that go on m the mind of a man accustomed to S 
an entirely individualistic life. Because I had been terrified 
when the action with the torpedo boat had been in progress 
he thought I was a coward. And the more he implied tS 
a cow^d, the more determined he made me^to prove 
as opportunity offered, that I was not a coward. ^ ’ 
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.J.J WRECKERS Ml'ST BREATHE 

W'f rctuainod <'B the bottom until shortly after midnight. 
I^V tlu‘ tune llie order was given to blow the tanks, the 
atmosphere was so thick that it was really painful to breathe. 
(\ rt.nnly bv tlu-ii I was cured of any fear of being cooped up 
in an air-tight vessel. Hahlane is perfectly right. You 
gradually ri-acli a condition in which your senses become so 
dulled that the prospect of death is by no means unpleasant. 

W'e sti^pped at periscope depth. l iie commander reported 
all clear and at long last we rose to the surface. The conning 
tower liatch was ilirown back and a sudden waft of, cool air 
entered the sulmiarine. I ne\er realized till then how lovely 
It was to actuallv feel yourself breathing good life-giving air. 
r.ai h man was allowed a few minutes out on the conning tower 
platform and I don't think I have ever enjoyed a few minutes 
fresh sea air so much The submarine was travelling at about 
8 knots with her decks awa.sh and the water creaming up 
white over the bows. It was a fine sight to see the vague 
outline of her slipping steadily through the long Atlantic 
swell. The night was cloudy, but there was a faint luminosity 
from the moon. 

■■ W’l-'re travelling due west,” Logan whispered. 

■■ How do you know ? ” I asked. 

■■ The- moon, for one thing,” he said. 

■' Wliat are tliev going west for ? " I asked. Surely 
with a fractured propeller shaft and one of the motors out of 
action thev ll have to return to Germany for repairs ? 

-■ riiev wouldn't stand much chance of getting through the 
Straits now that they can't travel und<‘r water. Maybe they re 
going to trv and get round the north of Scot and Or perhaps 
they have 'a base in Spam or somewhere like that. 

()ur guards, who hail kept xery close to us m case we 
attempted to jump into tlie sea. indicated that our ■’P*' > ^ 
fresh air was over. With the boat rolling heavdy. 1 found 
the descent of the conning tower ladder 

We went back to the bunks that had been allotted ^ 

for tlie first time since we had come on ‘^rd I ^ ; 

1 think it was the drone of the engine that did it. The mces 

.ant rhythmic throbbing lulled my senses. 

Wlien I woke up the engine had stopped, Phere was 

Jabk. act.v,t>'; for anl. 1 kan. ou, -er the^'c of 
my bunk and peered into the one below where Lo^ai >• 

•' What's happened ? ” I asked. ,.,hi<mcr he 

I don’t know.” he replied. And 'i^oa^t ” 

added, ” I reckon we're not far off the North Cornish coast. 

•• How do you know ? ” I asked. un held in 

For answer he moved his arm so that I could sec he held in 
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the palm of his hand a big silver watch that he always carried 
in his trouser pocket. It was turned face downward and the 
flap at the back was open revealing a luminous compass. " It'.s 
now just after four," he said. " We moved off from Cadgwith 
shortly after midnight. Then for nearly two hours our course 
was practically due west. At two-twenty we bore away to 
the north — presumably rounding Land’s End. By three- 
fifteen our course was practically north nor’east. We hove- 
to about five minutes ago." 

■■ What’s the idea, do you think ? " I asked. " Perhaps the 
commander is passing on the information he received to 
another boat ? " 

Logan did not reply, but turned his watch the right way up. 

The flap at the back closed with a snap. I looked up to find 

that our guard had risen from his seat on a bunk a little way 

down the gangway and was watching us warily. Tlic conning 

tower hatch was still open. If we could rush the guard, get 

hold of his revolver and reach the controls of the tanks we 

might be able to submerge the U-boat. Death would come 

quickly with the conning tower hatch open. But even as I 

pondered the idea, trying to remember all the controls I had 

^seen being used, there came the sound of feet on the deck 

plates above opr heads and the members of the crew who had 

been up above began to tumble in through the conning tower 

hatch. The commander was last down and the hatch closed 

with a bang. I cursed myself for not having thought of the 
scheme sooner. 

• was given to submerge and the inrush of water 

into the^ tanks was plainly audible. There was a gratimr 
noise for ard that I did not quite understand and the U-boat 

whn k/h silence. The commander. 

Tw ^ ^ conning tower, picked up an earphone 

?nto control room and began speaking 

into It. His voice was subdued, but I caught the words 

sord‘°;^a3 ."X 

;; We’re facing sou'east." Logan whispered. 

"« “.youve worked out our bearings right" I said 

we are facing m to the coast. ■ ■ ^ ^ 

He nodded. 

Twice the submarine seemed to bump the bed of the sea 

moSr;:?" rr" ‘“e 
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The commander put down the earphone and moved out into 
the sangwav. “ All richt, boys.” he said. ” we’ve arrived.” 

The burst of cheering that followed this announcement was 
almost defeaning in that enclosed space. The men came hur- 
rying from their stations, pushing past our guard in a sort pf 
mad race for the conning tower. In a few seconds, it seemed, 
the boat was empty. Our guard motioned us forward with 
Ids revolver. We scrambled out of our bunks and went along 
the gangway and up through the conning tower. 

I cannot describe my amazement as I came out on to the 
bridge of the U-boat.* I had presumed that we had been 
brought alongside a ship. Several ideas had occurred to me. 
1 knew that supply ships were essential if repeated and hazard- 
ous returns to bases were to be avoided and I thought it 
pos>ible that the (Germans had produced some sort of vessel 
with a false bottom into which the submarine rose. That, I 
felt woulil account for the fact that we had had to submerge 
first. What in fact I found was something much more 
sensational. 


I I I 

THE GESTAPO 


Sir:; ri ;=r.,KS, ,s; ;.s » 

,,o,. tl,e l.iKh seas. Vour papers SV.1 be r 

people that Germany cannot do this tor lon^ as ppiies. 

to return J^var^t^lrin^eT 

This IS tlie answer. It is a complete im 

We even have our own foundry. cr^>np The crew of 

As he spolte my eyes took in deck 

the U-boat, some sixty men m all. ^ working to cast 

for ard. K.ght at the boivs three men uere ^^orKl g 
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off a big cylindrical buoy to which the submarine was moored. 
The buoy itself was attached to a big chain which ran round a 
powerful-looking donkey-engine and dropped back into the 
water. I gathered that it was by this chain that the submarine 
had been dragged through the underwater entrance and 
guided to the surface. 

■' You’d be in an awkward fi.x if the British secret service 
discovered your hide-out,” I said. ” With only that one exit 
you’d be caught like rats in a trap.” 

He laughed. ” Strange to say, that thought had already 
occurred to us.” He took a step towards me. ” And don't 
think you’re going to be the little hero that takes word to the 
authorities. Or you either,” he added, swinging round on 
Logan, ” You’ll earn your keep with hard work and you’ll 
not leave here alive till Germany has won the war.” 

” Then it looks as though we’re doomed to die here,” said 
Logan with a twinkle in his eyes. 

The muscles on the back of the commander’s neck tightened. 
I waited for the inevitable. But he thought better of it and 
went down from the bridge on to the deck. 

I'm afraid you’re getting the wTong side of him,” I said. 

Logan shrugged his shoulders. ” Wh'at’s it matter.” ho 
said. ” He's not in charge of this place, and as soon as his 
ship is repaired he’ll put to sea again.” 

” WeU. at least try and keep on the right side of the man 

who is in charge,” 1 said. ” Somehow we’ve got to get out 
of here.” 


At that moment the cave echoed to the fussy chug- 

chug of a small boat which appeared from one of the 

archways leading off the main cave. In several of these 

archways I could see the dark grey sterns of submarines. 

Ihe buoy had by now been cast off. A hawser was paid 

off to the boat, which did service as a diminutive tug. 

As soon as the hawser had been made fast the boat took the 
submanne ;n tow. 

At the far end the cave suddenly widened out into 
a big semi-circle. Radiating from this semi-circle were no 

'vas wide enough 
submarine and leave a reasonably broad dock- 
side, Each cave was numbered. U 34. which was our 
boat, was taken into No. 5 berth. A number of the men 
had small boat hooks with whicli they fended the 
submarine off the rough-hewn rock sides of V Sock As 
^e conning tow'er passed the entrance I saw the top of 
a metre gauge sticking up out of the water, while foMed 
back against the sides of the dock were s^ong gat^ 
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The tulc was apparently at the high. When tlie tide 
was low, the water could then he drained out of each 
basin and the gates closed to constitute a dry dock. The 
ingenuitv of the whole place was incredible. 

.As soon as tlie submanne had been moored, we were led 
along the dockside and up a slope to a gallery that ran along 
the ends of the docks. We turned right, past docks 6 and 7 
and up a long sloping ramp that curved to the left. This 
brought us to the first of two upper galleries. Here were 
sleeping quarters for hundreds of men, with rest rooms, which 
included billiard tables and equipment for all sorts of other 
games. 'Ihere were also kitchens and lavatories, and the 
whole plac.c was air-conditioned and kept free from the damp, 
that w.isso noticeable in the galleries at dock level, by means 
of double doors. The walls, doors and ceilings of these gal- 
leries were all cemented so that, though here and there trickles 
of moisture were to be seen, they were in general remarkably 
dry. 

The crew of the submanne were each allotted a little cubicle 
wliich contained a camp bed. Logan and I were handed over 
to the watch. This was in reality a guard. We were taken 
tf) the upper level galleries and into the guard-room where wc 
were intrcKluced to a little man in civilian clothes who smoked 
cndlcss cigarettes. He had a square head, a rather heavy 
jowl and htlle blue eyes placed too close together. He was 
quite pleasant to us, but I did not like him. Later, I dis- 
covered that he was a member of the Gestapo. Apparently even 
m the submarine ser\'icc the Nazis do not trust their men, for 
there were four agcnt.-> at this base, and I learned later that in 
each submarine there was always one man in the pay of the 
t.estapo The four men at the base, though they were os- 
tensibly there to deal with any prisoners like ourselves that 
were brought in, divided the day into eight-hour watches, and 
were in fact the watchdogs of the base, wielding practically 
unlimited power. I was to observe this power later to our 

disadvantage. , ^ 

\ few routine questions were put to us, and then 
marched down to the dock-level gallery. We turned off this 
opposite No. 6 dock into what I believe miners would call a 
cn!ss-cut Here several small caves had been hollowed out ot 
the rock and fitted with steel grilles acro.ss the entrance. We 
w( re both put into one of these. I ha<l more immediate ne^s 
than sleep, but as I turned to explain the matter S" 
clanged to. the key grated in the lock and the guard marched 

"^^Thc only furniture in the cells was two camp beds with three 
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'blankets at the foot of each. I wondered how long the 
blankets had been there, for the rock floor sparkled with 
water and the place was chill with damp. The naked 
electric light bulb in the gallery outside remained on 
and though it was manifestly absurd that there could 
S be any movement of air. a sort of chill draught rose 
from the docks where the U-boats lay. The sloping 
' tunnel leading down to No. 6 dock was just visible from 
the corner of the cell. 

I got little sleep that night. I suppose it was past five by 

the time we were under our blankets. But the unfamiliaritv 

of the place combined with the chill and glare of the li«ht to 

keep me awake. When at last I did get ofi to sleep it was to 

be woken up almost immediately by the clatter of electric 

w’elders and the roar and bustle of what sounded like a huge 

steelworks, for every sound was magnified a hundredfold by 

the caves and galleries. Sounds mingled so extraordinarily 

that, except for the welders. I could not identify a single noise. 

Every sound w’as made hollow and reverberating by the echo. 

so that it was as though it were being amplified by an old- 

fphioned loudspeaker with the tone control set to pick out 
the drums. * 

t I looked at my watch. It was nine-thirty. Logan his feet 

bottom of the bed. was sound asleep 
Above the general roar I could just hear the snoring intake of 

able^IS^^ f ^ 'fy half awake for some time in that uncomfort- 

r,wt r K ^hat is induced bv an insufli- 

cienc> of bedclothes. I felt chilled to the bone, vet I ha<l not 

Sve%g“^*^ beneath m'y inadequate 

At ten o'clock sharp a guard of three men appeared— a pcttv 

aXvolver'r w”®" equippeS'^.v.th sidt ^arn‘1 

ana revolvers. We were marched to the washrooms Hut 

though we were allowed to wash, we were not given any razors 

and even after a thorough clean-up I could liar^ly recoffn^zc 

fle'ek " f ' Je^lStard: 

He was right, of course — I knew that t r i*. u • 

have been a little ™te opt7^Vc''"*As^“oon't '’:e"’h'fi 
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loniplctcd oiir t<nlot, wc were marched off to the guard-room, 
wlierc we wore uUroduced to another tieslapo agent who was 
presuniablv on the <las' turn. He was a little man with a large 
head and a sliarp face. 1 liked him no better than the first. 
He pakcil up a green-coloured form from his desk, glanced 
through It and then led us down a narrow gallery that led off 
the gii.ird-room .ind into the office of the commandant of the 
base Ihi'' w.i'. Commoilore Thepe. He was a short thick- 
set man with greying hair and a fine head. He impressed me 
♦juiic favour<ibly and I recalled Big Logan s words in the 
w.ishrooin 

The (lOstapo man conferred Nvith the commodore for a lime 
in low tones while we stood between our guards at the door. 
.\l length tlie commodore ordered us to approach his desk. 

■ You know the Cornish coast — is that so ? ” he asked Logan. 
He had a <iuiet precise wav of speaking, but his English was 
mil as good as that of the U-boat commander. 

Logan nodded, but said nothing. , i • r 

" We are m possession of charts detailing all coastal infor- 
mation." lie went on. " We have not, on the contrary, tlie 
fullest information about the rock formation and currents 
close in to the shore.* This we require and you can give it to 

'"lu^an ’.Look hi. head .lo.vly. He ha.l a puzzled 
ratlier like a dog that has been refused a lionc. I don 

vou‘'don't^ know :■ Why ? ” 
at llte form before him and then at Logan. 

what had lome over luni. I thought at ^ 

‘‘"I'he'Smnodore looked at him closely. " You are a prisoner. 
You understand that i* 

l.i>gan nodded. " Yes. your honour. commo- 

.\s a prisoner you must answer questions. The comm 

d(;re spoke kindly as though to a child. 

^,:n'iome over here " The c-'— led inm 
a glass-topped (abinel m tin (orru . 
a ( iiart. He dul tins out and ’J . .hmet " 

Corm-li coast from the Lies whu h the map 

Cadgwilh." said the commodore, indicating a p 
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with his finger. " Now, are all the submerged rocks 
charted ?” 

Logan did not answer, but just stood staring at the chart in 
a dazed kind of way. 

“ Are they or are they not ? ” demanded the commodore, 
getting impatient. 

" They may be," murmured Logan, lapsing into the slurred 
syllables of the Cornish dialect. 

" Answer the Commodore's question,” ordered the Gestapo 
man, coming up behind Logan. He had a sharp penetrating 
voiceband spoke English fluently. 

Logan looked round furtively, like a trapped beast. ” I 
can’t,” he said. And for a moment I thought he was going 
to burst into tears, his face was so puckered. 

” Explain yourself.” snapped the Gestapo man. 

” I— I just can’t. That’s all. I don’t remember.” And 
Logan suddenly, turned and went blindly towards the door 
like a child in a panic. His breath was coming in great sobs 
as he passed me and I could see the tears running down into 
his beard. To see a grown man crying is always rather 
pitiful. But to see Logan crying was so unexpected that it 
shocked me profoundly. 

The guards turned him back and for a moment he staggered 
round in a circle. Then he stood still, his face buried in his 
hands. His sobs gradually lessened. 

I saw that both the commodore and the Gestapo agent 
were puzzled. Well they might be. I was puzzled enough 
myself. They talked together for a moment in low tones 
and then the commodore turned to Logan and said, ” Come 


Logan approached the desk at which the commodore had 

reached it the commodore 

tfme ^ uncomfortable 

time on the submarine. I am sorry. But this information 

I "^g^"tly. Either you take hold of yourself or else 

^gfn's great fist descended with a crash on the desk 
Don t keep asking me questions.” he roared, and his voice 
was almost unrecognizable it was so high-pitched and 
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Logan looked at tlu-in uilh what can only be described as 
compassion There was something extraordinarily animal- 
like about him ” I m sorry, ' he saitl. ’■ 1 have frightened 
you. I didn't mean to. It was just — just that 1 didn't 
remember nnythmg. 1 was afraid." His hands fluttering 
uncertainly, were surprisingly expressive. 

The commodore glanced at me then. " What is the matter 
with viiur frn.nd ’ " he asketl. 

1 liad to admit that I did not know. " He seemed all 
nglil in the submarine. ’ 1 said. But last night he became 
rathir morose. Then suddenly I remembered. "When 
we were captured," I said. " he was clubbed with the butt of a 
revolvi-r I hat mav be the trouble. Later, in the submarine, 
he got a bit excited." 

The commodore pondered this information for a moment. 
Then he ordered one of the guard to go and fetch the U-boat 
commander and the doctor. 

The doctor was the first to amve. He examined Logan’s 
heail and reported that, though the scalp was cut and rather 
swollen, tliere were no signs of any fracture. Whether or 
not Logan was suffering from concussion he would not say. 
He tliought It unlikely, but pointed out that it was impossible 


to be sure. , , , r 1 1 *.1 

The l -boat commander, when he arrived, testified to the 

fact th.il Logan ha.l had a severe blow from the butt end of a 

r.sohcr and to the fact that, though he had seemed Jo have 

all his wils about him when in the submarine, he had at the 

same time behaved as though he were a hllle unbalanced. 

li,. explained how Logan ha<l roared witli laughter when he 

harl been askeil for information that have saved the 

r-l,(,al from <lisaster. but he made no mention of that part 

of the episode III which he had been knocked c own^ 

In the end, we were returne.l to our cell. As^ve wen 

out I he..rd tiH' commodore giving instructions to the doc t r 

to ke. p an eye on Logan. v\s soon as we were alone I said. 

■■ Look liere,^ Logan, are you playing them up or are you 

reallv ill ' ’ 

1 le looked at me aiiatlietically. 

Is this some deep game you're playing ? I 
Wouhl vou call It a game if your mind r 

blank aiKl vou were f.gliting all the lime to remember things, 

'“'■ivl'n'tlKM. I coul.l not bflieve that he hatl rc-ally lost 
h.s memory. ' You set-mc.l all right tins morn, ng, I 


lid 


Maybe, ” he said, as he lay down on his bed. 


It wasn't 
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until they began questioning me that I realized what Ijad 
happened.” 

But it was not until I liad seen him refuse his lunch, his 
tea and his supper that I really began to regard the matter as 
serious. Througliout the day he lay on his bed. mostly 
with his head buried in his arms. Sometimes he groaned as 
though the effort of trying to remember something were too 
great. Once or twice he suddenly started to beat the pillow 
in a frenzy of frustration. 

When he refused his supper I asked the guard to leave 
it with me. Bit by bit I coaxed him to eat it. It was like 
getting a sick child to eat. When the guard came in for the 
tray I asked if he could fetch the doctor. He understood 
the word '* doctor.” By that time 1 was really worried. 

About half an hour later the doctor arrived. I^gan was 
lying face downwards on the bed. But lie was not asleep. 
I explained that I was worried because he had refused his 
food and seemed so abjectly unhappy. Fortunatclv the 
doctor understood English, though he could not speak it very 
well, so that I was still able to keep up my pretence of not 
being able to speak German. When I had explained he told 
rne not to wonj'. He pointed out that it was quite natural 
for a man who had lost his memory to be unhappy. " Would 

An!i He spoke very broken English 

and often had to pause for a word. ” He ees among strangers 
a preesoner. He fears what will ’appen to 'im And'o 

before. '^Ife can Temen^ber 
nothing. Eet ees very sad. You most elp 'im. Tell 'im 

about is home, is village— perhaps 'e remember later yes?” 

me two sleeping tablets to give Logan in some 
Tldnd'r a""''? * thanked him. He was 

officer class, the tvoe thaf xv;r.„M i "‘^^ber of the Prussian 
days of the Kaiser. *' What's this 

indicating the cups of cocoa ' in German, 

ha?''.red''aerto 

dismissed the man and turned hirittenti . 

-Pr He spohe a thick gutt^aYVn^^ ''"l " ,“^0 i:^^^ 
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But LoRan remained lying full length on the bed. Stand 
up, do you hear !” he thundered. Then, as Logan made no 
move, he drew the bayonet of the guard standing beside him 
and stepping deliberately on to the tray containing the cups 
of cocoa, tlug the point of the bayonet sharply into Logan’s 
buttocks. I saw the pleasure that act gave him'mirrored 
in his little grey eyes. 

Logan jumped to his feet with a cr>'. I feared for a moment 
that lie would strike the man. and I could see by the look 
on the other man’s face that he was hoping he would. Then 
as l.ogan stoo<l sullenly in front of him. he said. bo you 
liave lost your memory ?" There was no attempt to veil 

tlie sneer. 

Logan said nothing. He looked very unhappy. 

•: Well, we ll soon get it back for you." the 
"To-morrow you’ll go to work— both of you. Well soon 

sweat this insolence out of you." 

1 said. " The man is ill." , , , _ 

He swung round on me. "Speak when you re spoken 

to " He turned to the man who had accompanied hum 

that your ^ to the two cups of cocoa 

more. The grill clanged to. 

What isthlcestapo r t,.e Gestapo 

w.as ^rherto-day,’' I said. But th„^ is ^no ^accourt>„g 
tor the effect of 'o-^of memow upo^ 

'taidUs for y‘ou.' Ti.ey'IU.eip you to — 

worr\- about the Gestapo. 1 e,ot broken 

the.>- I collected a that ran down the wall 

of the two cups from a little tn tablets into this and 

at the lu-ad of my be. . 1 ouestVon hkc a child. 

«ave it to him. He drank .t "Y'’ Tsaid and showed 

■■ The doctor gave us Yeave him one and he smiled 

llap,'!" " "Sumr G.at‘ i.Ld no matches. Our 
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clothes had been taken from us together with all the 
possessions in their pockets, and we had been issued wiHi a 
pair of coarse dunparecs each. 

I went to the prill and attracted the attention of tlie puard. 
I indicated by sipns that I wanted a match. There were two 
men on guard aiul thc^’ both shook their heads. 
“ Verbotten,” said one. 1 nodded, but pointed to my 
companion. “ He is ill.” 1 said, ' It would help him.” 
They did not speak Englisli, but they seemed to understand, 
for after glancing hurriedly up and down the gallery one of 
them passed me a box of Swedish matches with the drawing 
of a sailing ship on it through tlic bars. 

I lit our cigarettes. As I passed the matches back to the 
guard I asked who the officer was. Me understood the word 
” officer.” ” Herr Fulke ?” he a^kcd. ” Fr ist in dor 
Geheimen Staatspolizei.” Having said this he turned away. 
He did not wish to talk. I went back and got into bed. I 
smoked my cigarette slowly and with great relish and watched 
a tiny fresh-water shrimp slip slowly down the wall in a little 
rivulet of water. The guard was changed at nine. 13y 
that time Logan was fast asleep. 1 tucked the bedclothes 
round him and went back to my own bed, drawing the blankets 
^ right over my head in order to keep out the light. It was 
a long time before I could get to sleep. I was not accustomed 
to sleeping in my clothes and I found the rough blankets very 
irritating to the skin of my neck. They had a peculiar stuffy 
smell similar to British army blankets and took me back to 
my school days and camp. 

And as I lay there listening to the sounds of footsteps and 
voices from the galleries above, made hollow by the echo 
and barely distinguishable above the incessant hum of the 
dynamos, I felt more miserable than I think I had ever felt 
before. I bad that lost feeling that one has as a new boy 
in a big school. Had Logan been all right, I think I should 
have been able to keep my spirits up. But in his present 
state he only contributed to my dejection. It was not only 
a question of loss of memory. It seemed to me that his brain 
I had been rendered defective. He had become so cliildlike 
that I felt responsible for him, and I was fearful of what the 
Gestapo might do to him if they were not quickly convinced 

r I was under no delusion as to the 

sympathy he might expect from these men. I had spoken 
to too many who had suffered agonies in German concentra- 
tion camps to be in- any doubt as to what we might expect. 

The only consolation was that neither of us looked in the least 
like Jews. 


.5^’ 


WRECKERS MUST BREATHE 


The next day we were woken at six and set to work on the 
hull of U 39 , which stood up. stained and dirty, like a stranded 
fish m the emptv dock I gathered from the conversation 
of the men working with us that she had docked the night 
before our own boat after a cruise on the north Atlantic 
trade routes This accounted for the fact that her hull was 
coated thick with sea grass. Our job was to scrape it clean. 

Our guard had been changed at three in the morning. It 
was changed again at nine. The petty officer of this guard 
was a real slave driver To give him his due he had probably 
receuod instructions to see that we worked at full pressure 
all the time, but by the way he watched us and yelled at us 
a> soon as we sloweii down I knew he enjoyed the job. 

Logan seemetl to like the work. Perhaps it took his 
thoughts oft the blankness of his mind. At any rate he went 
steadily forward with the work, never flagging and <loing 
about ten square feet to my four. My muscles were soft 
w ith vears of sedentary w'ork and I quickly tired. By eleven 
the guard was making use of a bayonet to keep me at it. 
Hut the stab of the point in my buttocks was as nothing to 
the ache in my arms and back. We were allowed a twenty 
minute.- break for lunch at twelve. Then wc had to set to 
again. Ihc sweat streamed off me and my arms got so tired 
that I could hardly raise them and at the same time hold tlic 


straper m my shaking fingers. 

Sheer doggcfl determination, induced I think more by a 
desire not to make myself conspicuous rather than by fear, 
kept me going. liut about two hours after lunch 1 blacked 
..ut l•ortllnatc^v I was onlv standing on the lower rungs 
of the ladder and the fall did not injure me. 1 came to with 
an unpleasant sensation of pain in my ribs. I looked up. 
I he hull of the I'-boat bulged over me, whilst very far away, 
It seemed, the petty officer was telling me to get up and ut the 

same time kicking me in the ribs. 

l lien I-ogan's huge body came into my line of sight, lie 
stepped down off his ladder and with (juict deliberation 
knocked the petty officer Hying with a terrific punch to the 
jaw. Then, before the guard had time to do anytliing, he 
had climbed back on to his ladder and resumed his work, 

I scrambled painfully to my feet. The guard was liKiking 
bew ildered. Ouite a number of men had witnessed the attair 
and they were making humorous comments to the guard. 
" Wiiy don't you call the police ?" asked one. and there wius a 

J 1 \ t A i 1 r\ 


howl of laughter. There was no doubt that 


had 

made something of a lut with the men. Prom their tone I 
gatliercd that the petty officer was not popular. 
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As the petty olTiccr remained quite motionless where the 
force of Logan's blow had dung him, one of the guard at length 
announced that he was going for the doctor. Logan continued 
with his work as if nothing had happenetl. It was not that 
he was trying to pretcn<l that he ha<l nothing to do with the 
business. He seemed completely oblivious to the fact that 
he had knocked a German petty ofi'icer cold. A crowd had 
gathered on the dockside above us. Everyone seemed to 
be talking at once and the sound merged into a low roar that 
almost drowned the roar of machinery. Men were attracted 
from other docks, and I could see that the crowd was growing 
every minute because the ones in front had to .strain back- 
wards in order to avoid being pushed over the edge of the dock. 
Some of them had jumped on to the submarine itself in order 
to see what was happening. 

Nobody seemed to think of going to the assistance of the 
petty officer, so I went over to where he lay crumpled up 
against the side of the dock in a pool of water. His clothes 
were already wet through. I felt his heart, fearful that 
Logan might have killed him. But it was beating faintly 
and there seemed nothing the matter with him except for the 
punch on the jaw he had received. In falling against the 
side of the dock his head seemed to have been protected by 
his upflung arm. ^ 

I made him as comfortable as I could, and by that time 
the guard had returned with the doctor. The electric arc 
lights glinted on his pince-nez as he climbed down the steel 
ladder into the dock. 

HLs examination of the man was brief. " He's all right,” 
he said in German, and ordered two men to take him to his 
bunk. As the petty officer was hauled up to the top of tlie 
dock, the doctor turned to me. '• Vat 'appened he 

demanded. I told him. He nodded. ” Vour friend vill 
be in treble, ” he said. 


A sudden hush fell over the men on the dockside I looked 
up. The Gestapo man— Fulke— had arrived. Like shadow 
the men seemed to melt away. He descended to the bottom 
of the dock. ” I liear that man—” he indicated Logan— 
has knocked down an officer of the guard. Is that right 
He spoke m German, and there was a kind of eagerness in 

mistake. The man was a 


That is true.” the doctor replied 
because ” 


“ But he did it 


” The reason docs 
turned to the guard. 


not interest me,” snapped Fulke. He i 
Take that man to the guard-room. 


WKr.CKr.RS MUST BRKATIir 



Strap liiin to tlic trian.i:)*-. I'll teach ])risoncTs to knock 
down otficers of the l uehri-r's na\v. Get I.odennann. He 
to ii-Nf the ^teel-cl>^c•d whip I will he alon,^ in a few minutes. 
Ami take this imui witli He nodded in my direction. 

“ It will doulUl('-s lu’ insiructix'i- for him to see how we 
m.untain di'-( iphne 

I'lie yuard saluted and lurne<l away, at the same time 
indicating that 1 ua- to f(jllow lum. They took Hifi Lo»an 
fnnn hi^ work and marched him alonfi the dock j^allery and 
lip the ramp to ilu- liu.ird room. 1 went with tliein. a liorrihlc 
emptv si< kness in tlie pit of inv stomach. Ikhind me, as 
I left the dock, I heard the iloctor sa\ in”, '' ^’ou're not going 
to have that man lloggeii willi a st<el-cored whip, surely? 
He's not well, mentally? Anyway, his action was not 
unjiistihed " Thi re followed a sharp altercation between 
the two. hut 1 was hy then too far away to hear what was 
said In th.it moment I was thankful to know that there 


was one man m Ilu- place with some human understanding. 

Hut 1 knew it was useless to expect that ho would be able 
to })re\a-nt the flogging. The (leslapo's commands were 
law, and 1 was convinced that this man Fulkc wanted to see 
Logan tlc*gged. I had heard tales from refugees of Hoggings 
in concentration camps with this same steel-cored whip. 
It cut a man's back t<j ribbons and he seldom survived the 
full number of -■trokes to which he was sentenced. Something 
seeme<l to cry out with agony insiile me. As 1 watched them 
strip Hig J.ogan and tie him to the heavy iron triangle in the 
guard-room, I think I went through almost as much mental 
a-ony a> Logan woukl go through physical agony later. 1 
fell enlirelv responsible for what ha<l happened, ami it was 
Tutiful to see Logan’s docility. He did not seem to under- 
stand what was happening. Stripped, his terrific physupie 
was even mon- evident. I hit that if he cared to let himse f 
go he coukl have killed every number of the guard with 
his bare hands, and I longed to call out to him to do so. Hut 

wliat was the use ? , i i • 

A l-ig powerful seaman had taken the steel-cored whip 

fr.an an oblong box. He had removed 

up liis Hoeves. The briMles on the back of his thick neck 
gie.inud in the electric light. He adjusted the position o the 
triangle so that the whip, wliich was short and j 

would not catch the walls. The guard had been 
to six nun. The little Gestapo man whom vve had fir A 
met h.ad taken control. There was a deathly stillness in ti e 
room as Hie man with the wliip made his , 

clockon tile wall licked monotonously on as we waited fori ulkc. 
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At length he arrived. " Close the door !” he ordered. 
Then he crossed the room and took up a position on the other 
side of the triangle. His narrow face shone with sweat and 
his eyes had a glassy stare. " Why did you strike an officer 
of the guard he asked in English. 

Logan made no reply. It was as though he had not heard. 

Fulke’s hand shot out and he slapped I.x)gan across the face. 
He did it with the back of his hand, so that a gold ring set 
with diamonds which he wore on liis right hand scored Logan’s 
cheek. “Answer me, you dog !'^ he shouted. 

Logan's face remained completely vacant. 

“ Geben Sie ihm eins mit der I’eitsche. das wird ihn 
aufwecken,” he ordered. 

The seaman measured his distance. Involuntarily I 
closed my eyes. The steel-cored thongs sang through the 
air and cracked down with a thud. Three red lines imme- 
diately showed on I.vOgan's brown back. They broadened 
and merged together into trickles of blood that ran down his 
hairy buttocks. 

'■ Now will you answer me ? Why did you hit the oflicer 
of the guard ?“ 

Still Logan made no reply. In sickening anticipation 
I waited for the order to give the next stroke. But at that 
moment the door of the guard-room opened and the commo- 
dore came in, accompanied by the doctor. 

“ Wlio gave the order for this man to be flogged ?” 
demanded the commodore. There was an ominous ring 
in his voice that no one could mistake. A sudden feeling of 
excitement gripped me. 

^ Fulke, stepping foi^varcl to meet the 

other. Do you challenge it ?’’ There was a veiled sneer 

in the way he put the question. He seemed very sure of his 
ground. ^ 

The commodore’s only answer was to order the guard to 
release Logan from the triangle. Fulke advanced a step. 

A to hit the commodorl 

^ was throbbing violently. “He has 

" He is to be flogged, 
preserved in this base. Heil 

seemed quite unmoved by this disolav 
He did not answer the t ^ ^ uispiay, 

"“gSOcl," Fulke 
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The commodore ignored liim. “ Take that man down, ” 
he tliundered. as the guard hesitated. At that the men 
jumped to it. In an instant Logan had been released from 
the triangle. 

" You exceed yourself. Herr Commodore,” I'ulke was 
almost beside himself with rage. ” That man is to be flogged. 
If you persist in your attitude my next report will be most 
unfavourable. You know what that means ?” 

The commodore turned and faced Fulke. He was 
completely unrufiied. ” You forget. Herr Fulke— we are 
now at war,” he said. ” For three months you have bounced 
around this base, over-riding my orders, undermining the 
morale of my men by your schoolboy ideas of discipline. This 
is the submarine service, not a Jewish concentration camp. 
For three months I have borne with you because you had the 
power to hinder my’ work. Now we are at war. \\e have 
work to do— men’s work. No reports, except my own, will 
leave this base.” 

” You will regret your attitude, Herr Commodore,” snarled 
i-'ulkc. 

” I think not.” 

” I'll have you removed from your post. 1 11 have you 
discharged the service. You will be sent to a concentration 

camp, I will see to it that zj „ 

■■ You will not have the opportunity. In any case. Herr 
I-ulkc, vou must realize that men with long experience m 
the sersTces arc indispensable in wartime. On the other hand_ 
the (iestapo is not intlispensable. For instance I cannot 
think of one useful thing that you can do. Doubtless we can 
teach vou to cook. You will report on ^ 24 

which leaves for the Canary Islands to-morrow. \ou will 

replace their cook, who is ill.” 

I'ulke’s hand went to his revolver The 
did not hes.tate. H.s fist shot out and laid 
agent out with a lovely right to the jaw ' ° 

how old the commodore was— at least fifty I should 
sai<l— but there was plenty of force behind tliat punch. His 

hand was raw after it, wfiere the skin had f ^'’”e‘a,'st 
■■ Guard ! .\rrest that man I" he ordered The tuo nearest 

men jumped fonvard. lie turned to the other 

agent 'You arc under arrest, Herr Strasscr. Disarm 

'"when both men were disarmed ^rned to hjs orderly^ 
'Fetch Commander Brisck here! \oull hnd 

'"The orderly, disappeared. _Thc commodore rubbed his 
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knuckles gently. There was the beginning of a smile on his 
ruddy face. “ I don’t know when I’ve enjoyed myself so 
much," I heard him wliisper to the doctor. Aloud he said 
to the doctor. ■■ You’ll look after the prisoner ?” He indicated 
Logan. " Have them both transferred to quarters on the 
other side of this gallery." He stroked his chin gently, and 
there was a twinkle in his eye. " I think we might put Fulke 
and his friends in the wet cells that he insisted on having 
constructed. I wonder how they’H take to the U-boat service 
—do you think they'll be frightened ?" 

" I have an idea they will," replied the doctor with no 
attempt to conceal his smile. " What I know of psychology 
prompts me to the view that Fulke at any rate will be very 
frightened." 

The commodore nodded. " I will give Varndt instructions 
to stand no nonsense." 

The door swung open and a naval officer entered, followed 
by the orderly. 

" Ah, Heinrich, I have a little commission for you which 
I think you will enjoy. I have placed these men " — he 
indicated the two Gestapo agents—" under protective arrest. 
Take a guard and arrest the other two." • 

" Very good, Herr Commodore." Commander Brisek 
marched out wdth three men of the guard. 

The commodore turned and went out of the room, followed 
by his orderly. The doctor went over to Logan and took 
him by the arm. As he led him tow'ards the door, he nodded 
I followed him. He took us to a small but comfort- 
able little cell on the other side of the gallery, almost directly 
opposite the door of the guard room. He sent a man for his 
bag and in a very short while he was easing the pain of the cuts 
on ^gan’s back. Almost immediately afterwards our 

w-as brought to us. It was six o’clock. 

When the doctor had finished and had left us, I said to 
Logan. " Well, thank God for that ! I didn’t think it would 
end as comfortably as this. How are you feeling ?" 

" My back is bloody painful." he said. 

vUf J ^ you’re lucky to get aw'ay 

Many thanks for doing what you did. I owe it to you 
to dangerous thing 

1 ^ pleasure.” 

1 looked at hun closely. His eyes were shut and he w'as 
grinning happily. There was something very Irish and a 
httle unbalanced about him. I said, " Well, for God's sake 
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leave me to pet out of my own scrapes. If you knock any 
more olticors out you’ll be for it.'' 

Is that why they were poinp to whip me ? ” 

'■ Of course. What did vou think ? ” 

" I don't know." he said. " 1 thought it might be their 
idea of fun. " He turned over so that he was facing the wall. 
" Oood-night,” he said. 

1 stared at him. He just did not seem to grasp things. 
Tlie old alertness was gone. He seemed dull and slow-witted. 
1 put the light out and climbed into my bed. " Good-night." 


1 said. , , ,, 

'I hc warmtli of the cell and the darkness were wonderfully 

comforting after the wet cells in the dock gallery. 13ut even 
.so I found it dimcult to get to sleep. My brain wi^ t()o ful of 
thoughts to be still. The fantastic events of the last few 
hours ran through and through my mind. I had keyed m\sclf 
up to see Logan whipped to death before my eyes or some- 
thing that he had done for me. Miraculously he had been 
savcil from that and now he did not seem to realize what had 
happened. It was pitiful. Hut gradually the relief of the 

changed circum.stances-no cold damp 7^- ? ?r7 

lulled me into a state of coma. I kept on seeing I-ulkc s face, 
shiny with sweat, as he realized what the commodore s words 

meant, the loose twist of his normally set ^ ^ ‘ 

for the revolver. In how many sections of the (.erman war 
machine wore service men suddenly throwing oil the yoke of 
tlic Gestapo ’ 1 had seen the relish in the commodore s eyes 

as he liad hit Fulke. Then his words to the doctor-- I don t 
lln-'w Le enjoyed n.yself so .n...n'^ .1- 

l.ke this towards the watchdogs of^the N^^^ 

shori'war, ^"merdy h« for thought ? Questions. c,ucst,ons. 
ciueslions — but no answers. 


IV 


U-BOAT BASE 


It was breakfast at seven next ^orning^m^d then^we wcjc^sc^t 

to work on the hull of V ^^/^.^ainst the wounds on 
to the waist because his clothes . ^vorked with 

his back. Hut though he moved Te previous 

the same methodical speed that he had done on the p 
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clay. My own muscles soon lost their .stiffness, and I loimd 
the work required less effort. 

So morning ran into evening and evening into morning 
again witli only the routine of the place to distinguish night 
from clay. We worked a ten-hour day. from seven-thirty in 
the morning until six in the evening with a half-hour break 
for lunch. Hull scraping only .occurred when a submarine 
came in from a lengthy cruise. If it were a rush job a whole 
party of ratings was put on to it with us and it only took a few 
hours. Otherwise, we had the work to ourselves and it took 
nearly two days. When there was no hull scraping, we worked 
in the canteen, washing up. peeling potatoes. Sometime.^, 
when a submarine was due to go out we had to help carry 
provisions from the store-rooms and load them on to the sub- 
marine. Every morning, whatever else wo had to do, we 
cleaned out the latrines, which wore of the bucket type. 

Now that we were no longer under the control of the (lestapo 

we had less supervision. So long as we did our job and kept 

to the times laid down for us, chief of which were to rise at 

seven in the morning and return to our cell at seven in the 

evening, there was little fear of trouble. But we remained 

under a guard. The officer of the day was responsible for us. 

He was in charge of fatigue parties. Fatigue parties were 

provided as required by the submarines in the base, so many 

men being detailed from each boat. No man went on fatigue 

more than once until every other rating from his own boat 

had also done his turn. The whole point of the base, so far as 

the crews of the U-boats were concerned, was to provide the 

maximum relaxation — a thing that was very difficult to 

achieve in view of the cramped quarters which were really 

very little different from quarters in a U-boat. The main 

trouble of course, was that the men never saw the light of day 

in the base. It was all underground, and. with the constant 

sound of machinery and the queer echoes, the place was ant 
to get on men’s nerves. ^ 

These fatigue parties worked on more or less the same basis 
as we did, though they were free to do what they liked when 

tL ourselves, however, they had 

to hold themselves ready for duty when a submarine was 

coming mto the base or leaving It. This meantTat thl 

fatigue partly xvere often called out in the middle of the night 

S ^ diinng the hours of darkness that the boats 

could get m or out of the base. 

Thus It xvas that I was present when U 24 left the base 

arTi\-M^''*^ 1?^ great joy for it enabled me to watch Fulke’s 
mxal m charge of two guards. Until then I do not think I 
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liacl ever soon real panic in a man's eyes. He was struggling 
like a madman and I was certain he would prove quite useless 
as a Click and be an infernal nuisance to every one on board. 

I he crew lined up to watch him come on board and tliere were 
broad grins on their faces. It was plain that the men of the 
(ierman submarine service hatl no use for the t.estapo. It is 
not altogether surprising. I'ulke demanded complete and 
absolute obedience to ever>’ petty and arbitran,’ rule he made. 
Tins may be all right in the army and possibly in the big ship 
navy, but it does not work in submarines. 

The submarine service is probably much tlie same in all 
countries. It ditlers Irom every other branch of the services 
because of its danger. It is not a question of tradition or the 
lionour of the service. To be of the service is in itself to be a 
hero And a hero is above discipline. Throughout the 
service stress is laiil on ofliciency — nothing else. It is a ijues- 
tion of existence. Each man has in Ins hands the fate of the 
whole shq>. In these circumstances discipline is automatic. 
I3ut when thev return to base, especially a base like this, the 
crews want to relax, not to be pestered by petty disciplinary 

'^'^A^nd'so I-ulke was given a warm welcome by the crew of 

II >1 1 di.n’t know what the man had originally been. 

Some thought he was one of the Municli ut.sch crowd. 1 
doulit It. Hut at anv rate, he ha<l apparently 

Partv since t.)^^ and ha<l wielded for a sufficient length of 
t.me tlie power of life and lieath to have become completelv 

callous tolus victims' feelings, the 

heard one man on the dockside sa> t la l,)C)l-ed 

submarine that had Imlke ^^ng 

prettv scared then. he s. ub j...^ couard— no doubt 
heavily "" q-,;;.,, a whisper he added. " 1 

J.n.lin t bonder ,t nLt ..( ll.o C.wtapo aren t afraul a» soon 
lliev gel the wrong end of the lash. had 

u'W - i;^a':^;a,::anc 

'-iy:ht At aiu rate, c 

walUd ,.ow,, .0, 

h.-r . om.na.Hlur, % arn<lt w hatever t.mc 

,„a,mc kft lie always accomp.an.eil on 

boat. It was a ritual- I -7 7,'"' ^ lin, he con- 

boaril It was set. but eheerlui. 77 ‘ .T-" -,,". wore all 
,i,„e tower, he saluted, then waved '“J ^ jliat 

the same, these U-boat comnianders-t 1 ir mr 1 ■ 

matter. Most of them were young. lhe> knew 
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faced. The chances of death at that time were only two-lo- 
one against ever\’ time they went out. The odds were sliurt 
enough. They had responsibilities thrust upon them at which 
much older men would have blenched in peace-time. Vet 
,they accepted these responsibilities and the danger without 
question, and with set faces and sublime cheerfulness went 
out to almost certain death. 

Before I liad been in the base more than a few days mv ad- 

# • 

miration for the German submarine service was immc•n^c^ 
And I was filled with a great sense of depression. These men 
were mostly young. They faced death and accepted their 
responsibilities without <juestion. They were tlie pick of 
Germany’s seamen. And they were being thrown away to 
fulfil the destinies of a man whose bounilless ambition spelt 
ruin for his country, himself and half the civilized world. 
More, they were given orders the execution of which brouglit 
universal opi>robrium upon them and their service. In the 
first days of the war, it was in fact for German youth that my 
soul cried out against that'fanatic. who had diagnosed Ins 
countr),*'s and the world'.s disease correctly, yet attenipterl a 
cure that had been tried before and hatl been found only to 
increase the suffering of the masses. 

As far as Logan and I were concerned life was not unpleasant. 
We worked hard, it is true, ami tlie air was not too good 
despite a system of ventilation. But in the evenings, when we 
retired to our own quarters, there were German magazines to 
read. There was a plentiful supply of these available ami I 
would surreptitiously read stories to I^ogan. Me enjoyetl this 
but IhAugh I talked to him endlessly of Cadgwith and South 
Cornwall, his mind seemed quite blank. He had loved the 
place. It had been, 1 think, his only permaneitt love. Vet 
he showed no interest in it and never at any time asked me to 
tell him about it or describe it to him in greater detail. Much 
of lus time he spent fashioning pieces of wood into models of 
boats with an ordinary' table knife. I suppose it was some 
sort of subconscious manifestation of the life he could no 
longer remember. No one seemed to object. In fact the 
doctor encouraged it. He said he thought it might help him 
o remember. Sometimes Logan would spend hours carving 

legs of his camp-bed as though he 
were afraid of forgetting that. too. ^ 

allowed to mix more and more 
rwly with the men. They took to Logan very^ quickly. They 

fascinate them. And as it 
became quite obvious that he was not only rather simple but 
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al^o quite harmless, they would take him into the mess of an 
evening and stand him drinks and put him through his tricks. | 
His tricks were largely a matter of strength. He could lift 
two average size sailors up on to the bar by the seat of their 
pants. This, and the fact that a very few drinks now seemed 
to "o to his head and make him fuddled and rather amusing, , 
made him popular. Big Logan had become something of a ( 
buffoon and 1 found the spectacle somehow rather revolting. > 
Meanwhile, I learned my wav about the base. Generally 
sneaking, we had the freedom of the three galleries, but not 
the docks nor the repair and munition depots There were 
crave penalties for entering these other than when ordered o 
ilo so X'overllieless. in the course of my duties 1 eventualU 
neiietrated to even the most remote sections of the base, and 
gradually I was able to build up a plan of the place m rny 
mind’s eve. When 1 had a complete picture of it clear in m> 
;;;;;;d I nuuie a rough pum. an.l this, with a few comments 

wiU. a eye .or 

.lood rvha. .he t'l'e'amVta." "ate,, two - 

ttrr.o bu.l.i a,„i ha,. 

r:ttn4.urvr.po.,...n.j.bj.uKht^.ou^ 

a siibmerMble J submarines rose, the 

it‘t44udte Tear a.,d .he .even Cocks rad.at.ng off .ron, the 

sliKhtly wider section °{ jTtli eTa^Tge gear more thorougldy 
1 should Pe'-'>aP'‘ ty^ter the details ol its working 

though here again I did allowed to enter the base 

until later. First, tio L-boa ^ Havlieht or in moon- 


.nv c.rTn:;S^cJT. tng ^nrs o. mm 

T44 t^td^nd^pyion^.^- 

TT:td.?S . a ^e^hy^hermen .m , 


able conditions, a glass ua» - - I-K^ovlon 'This ball was 

their nets was lloated up t^om t attached 

coated with mildly phosphorescen p - connected 

u,, r^T.^^Tnnrv rone. Inis m xuin >>a ,, 


coated witn nuiui> - * ^^.^5 conneeveu 

to the pvlon bv ordinary rope. glass ball — 

electrically with the shore. J.rted a buzzer 


electrically with the shore. ;^%_started a buzzer 

tlic buoyancy of the ball \vas no - submarine commander 
in the haulage gear control bv tugs on the 

desiring to enter the base had to 
hall the number ol his boat and Ins oun nan 
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autliori/cd pci'Min allciiipteil It) liaiil it up it was immediately 
rclcaseil. 

Win n a r-l'oat li.ul ; 4 ivcn the corrci I signal, a small buoy 
w<is rclctiscd ill wliit h there was a telephone. Communication 
was tlius pusMblc between the base and the incoming sub- 
ni.irmc, W hen required the main buoy was released, the sub- 
marine was coupled to it by a grappling liook at the bows and 
tlie I’-bo.it then submergcci. Care was necessary to submerge 
in the correct position, namely at right angles to the shore, or 
two points south of due west. Ihc reason for this was that 
tlie submarine had to come to rest on an iron cradle which ran 
on a hne laid from the cliffs out along the sea bed. I his. 1 
understand, was the most diHicult of all the tasks that con- 
fronted tlie German engineers. The sca-bed was mo.^^tly rock 
uid mils were the only nieans of prewentmg the submarine 
King injured, while being hanlcd into the base. 

n.e base itself liad three galleries. 1 he first was at dock 
1( \ el The wet cells were situated on this hw el. I his gallery 
ran in a semi circle round the ends of the snbtnarme docl«. 
iDPOsitc each dock was a tunnel loading down into relali%ol> 

nin by 'or.,.,, bac a c,a^.:c.e 

'.trol trucks ‘rhcrc'wcrc also slocks ol cop,icr, 
Ihc tanks on petrol truck . , other vita! materials. 

steel ingots, lead. zinc. ^ one on top of the other. 

The upper two gancnes an ^raig i 


I 


1 


oil tin m were big food store rooms. 

Ihc time 
colo^>al nnd( 


big food store-rooms. ^^oslruction of this 

reqiiiretl to complete of material which 

olosval undertaking ami the huge ,, the under sea 

,ouId have had to iM t ^ 

.nlrancc made was^^^ 
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With his compass, but in a mental ease appearances were, I 
knew, often deceptive, and I was by no means sure that at tlial 
• ■ lime his mental faculties were quite sound. My own beli(“f 
was that the direction of the submarine's chan^*' of course had 
•i' been southerly and not northerlv, and that, in fact the base 
ivas somewhere on tlic north Spanish coast. 

ThouRh I did not at that time know preci.sely how lonf.; it 
n; ^ had taken to build the base, I knew that it must l\a\ e been a 
Ci' considerable time. 'I his tied up with tire fact that the Spanish 
ti! civil war began in July. lojb. Gernmnv came into it from the 
r^; start, and one of the reasons she did this was to obtain air and 
. i submarine bases in that country. The more I tlioiight about 
)3- it the more convinced I became that Logan had not been in a 
xl fit mental state to plot a course at the time I' v; was making 
ic; for the base. And yet he was quite capable of Ihinking things 
out for himself. iJe could do a job of \\c»rk as well and as 
d thoroughly as any one. It was mainly in his conversatjon, 
n or rather his lack of it. that ho revealed his menial slate. He 


very seldom spoke, and even when asked a direct (juestion 
would as often as not reply with a non-committal. •' Ar ! 

I had two con\’ersations with the doctor about him. and found 
)^i frankly puzzled. On each occasion, he stressed that he 
whs not a mental specialist. " I do not onderstand \at ees 
tlie matter vith liim,” he said on the second occasion. 

This depressed me and so clid (he atmosphere of tlu' base, 
for as the days passed there was an almost imperceptible 
change in the spirit of the men. d'lu' reason for this was the 
score boards. At the end of each of the big cantecMis were large 
blackboards. On the left hand side wore llu' nuinlHTs of all 
I -boats operatin^j from tlic ba^c. In all I here wert' seventeen, 
their numbers ranging from 13 to 02. As and wlien oppor- 
tunity offered the boats radioed their sinkings in code to the 
base. Such communication was often delayed owinj^ to the 
necessity of surfacing and drying off the aerials before com- 
munication could be established. Howc\ er. experience showed 
that in general boats reported at least every other day and 
t^erc wac a standing order that they should endeavour to do 
:Wiis. If possible, in order that the commodore should be able 
to replace as early as possible boats stationed on particular 
trade routes which were believed lost. 

Information regarding sinkings was chalked up on the 
boards opposite the number of the submarine responsible 
\\herever po^ible the tonnage as well as the name of the ship 
uas given. One of the hrst to be marked up was the AUu ma 

I did ^ arrival at the base, 

i did not see the boards until after wc had been at the base 


\VR1£CKI:KS must breathe 


three clays. Hut from the conversation of the men I gathered j 
that they were very jubilant about it. They were not so ] 
jubilant, however, when those who understood English and ‘ 
listened in to American broadcasts realized the heavy loss of ( 
life and the tone of the American press. iMoreover. the atti- \ 
tude of the German High Command towards this sinking was . r 
not encouraging. The base was notified of their attitud^^ 
through the English broadcasts. The base had no wireless^^ 
transmitter and there was no attempt to keep in direct wire- , 
less contact with Germany. Moreover, the base had no j| 1 
separate wave-length for receiving instructions from Germany. * , 
Instructions were given to the base by way of an ingenious 1 

code worked into the broadcasts in English. It was only by < 

accident that I learned this— my unrevealed knowledge of i 
(ierman was the cause. All communications to the base were 
included in announcements about U-^oats. How the code i 
worked I do not know, but the idea of it was clever, for no . : 
one would look for coded instructiqns in German propaganda } 


broadcasts. • , , 

\Vhene\er the wireless-room orderly entered the canteen to 

chalk up’ sinkings there was great excitement among the men 
at the base for (luite heavy bets were constantly being made 
either on the basis of the submarines with the ' 

of s.nkhiRs or on the basis of the number sunk B>>t by 
enti of the first iveek four boats had not reported a sinking for 
tfirec days, .\fter ten days, there were seven boats t at had 

not reported tor tfirec ifays or more ° ff.f, ; 

after our arrival at the base, U .,7 had come m "'^b " aber 

dock riuDcd open as a result of being rammed. She was leak 
n.. bid ranThad eight men kiflcd . Three days la er on the 
Sundiv that was, U 21 docked with her bridge twisted to r b- 
bons and her for'ard gun and both A. A. guns wrecked to 
killed twelve, nine wounded. Including our own boat. U 34- 

there were three boats in for heavy repairs. 

That was the reason for the change of atmosphere, 
bei eve haV he German naval authorities had reckoned w,th 
on this scale. Every man m ‘he service knew that ^the 

losses in modern warfare would be - , seventeen? 

weeks and three badly damaged out of a total of^e^nte^^^ 

was something that brought death ^ ^ ^ Every 

man. On September m the boards were ta^cn m > 

:nan in the base knew what tha meant. 

official view, becoming so hea^ y that they > 

‘"it"^”onry Umn'ITuiink, that I really understood how lUt^s 
po“ibii for the commodore of the base to take such drastic | 


le 


« 


THE DTSAPPEARAKCE OF WALTER CRAIO 7 1 

action against the Gestapo as Commodore Thepe had done. 
It could never have happened in Kiel or even at a base in the 
South Atlantic, What had made it possible here was the 
cramped quarters. The commodore had thrown into 

tt: too close contact with I'ulke for over three months. More- 
over, as in the removed-from-the-world atmosphere of a school, 
commodore had come to regard the base as his whole world. 
les'^’^Uermany and the Gestapo were no longer real to him. 
iff- Throughout the dav following the removal of the score 
boards the whole base radiatetl an atmosphere of tet>sion. 
nv' Atul just before U 41 went out. shortly after midnight, I 
Cl thought the men would refuse to go. They came down to the 
h' dock looking haggard and <lejecte<l, and some of them seemed 
a definitely mtitinous. Once fear gets hold of a man there is 
tr' no buoyancy in him. Rut the command<-r was a lough little 
>1' bow-legged man, and he came down as cheery as I've ever 
r seen a man who was going to his dealli. He came down willi 
li' the commodore full of jokes about what he'd do wlien he met 
the Britisli Atlantic fleet. The crew went aboard all grins, 
t: A week later U 41 was rammed and sunk by a Rritish destroyer 
If. convoying a fleet of tankers from the Gulf of Mexico. 

\i‘. U 41 was the last boat to h-ave the base for some time. 

^hereafter, boats were laid up as they came in anti the crews 
ll told to take a rest. By that 1 knew some big operation was 
h pending and I remembered tlie paper that the commander of 
ii U 34 had given Logan. The date for the meeting of those 
y vmits of the British fleet was September i8. It was now Sep- 
ft tember 14. We had three days in which to tlo something, 
k- This sounds rather as though 1 had only just remembered 
this aspect of the affair. That is not strictly true. It liad 
t- loomed in the back of my mind as something which had to be 
faced sooner or later. I had certainly not forgotten about it. 
II After all, it was the cause of our presence at the base. But 
the many little everyday problems of life as a prisoner and the 
life itself combined to drive it into the background. Only 
(t when I saw the U-boats being held back at the base and heard 
fc; the vague rumours circulating of a big action pending, did I 
that the responsibility for endeavouring to prevent the 
// loss of many British lives rested entirely on my shoulders. 

I TT think out some scheme whereby the 

■i ?- could be prevented from leaving the base. And that 

bij brought me face to face with another problem— the sacrifice 
<1 ot my own life. I don't suppose I am any more of a coward 
1 than the aN-erage person. After all. I ha<l been willing to 
jj. sacrifice my life when on board the U-boat. Bui it is one 
^ ' thing to accept the line of action decided upon by someone else 
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and quite another to settle down in cold blood deliberately to | w 
plot one’s own death. But this is what I had to do. I could w 
not imagine any possibility that might achieve my purpose tc 
that would not mean my own death and Logan’s. a 

I don't believe I slept at all that night. Interminable hours 
I lay there in the dark, thinking. I heard the guard changed it 
at three. I was feeling tired but determined to think out 
scheme. I wanted to talk the matter over with Logan, bu\ 
he was snoring peacefully and anyway I was convinced that a 


wouUl be quite incapable, in his present state, of as.sisting in ^o 
the evolution of a workable scheme, and also I feared he might ' fl 


tl 


f 

w 

t: 

a 


not be discreet. At the same time, I was certain I couUl count 
on his help— he did everything I told him like a child. 

Not unnaturally my thoughts centered around high 
explosive, of which there was a big store in the base, if only 
one could get at it. There seemed, on the face of it. two 
IHissible schemes. One was the complete clestruction of the 
base by detonating the munitions store. The other was the ,g 
blocking of the entrance by means of some sort of explosive 
charge. Of tiie two I favoured the latter. It at least gave p 
us a chance of escape, slender though it wa.s. At the pme q 
time the submarines were left intact. At the back of 
mind I lliink I had a vague picture of myself presenting 
First Lord witli half a dozen submarines as my contribution o 
to Britain’s war effort, it was the sort of grandiose fantastic a 
vision that revolves in one’s brain when one is on the verge 

f - 1 **0 ) * ^ 

r suppose I must have then slept, for the next thing I ,n 

remember is being woken up by the guard. J 

We tumbled out of bed. I glanced at my watch. If uas o 
five o’clock. When we got down to the docks we found that j 

+hf» base on each journey and ahvaj^ \ 


andTsbo cal ing" a the ba^e on each journey and alwa>. 
Ivlng emp?; at°these two ports. Her papers were faked 


arnv 


4 


^ ""w/were back in our cell again just before ^s ^ 

in bed I could hear the rattle of cups in the ■ JlJ,/ 

were always served with coffee at six. -oficfactorv 

A .lepth charge would, of course, be the most 
method of blocking the entrance to the base. B 
were no depth charges available and anyway I 

how to handle them. Another Ifs dock t 

torpedo of U 2i which was lying in No. 4 dock. 


yt*. 


)Ci 
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^^as the centre one of the seven and t)ic submarine's stern 
would be facing straight down the main cave so that the 
torjiedo would strike that part of the cave which was directly 
above the under-sea exit. Even if the fall was only slight, it 
would take a diver some time to clear it away for the cradle 
^ run out smoothly on its rads. The rails themselves might 
it^^'jaen get bent and have to be rclaid. 

rVr* I knew nothing about torpedoes 

k and Je t certain that they were highly complkateil. M„rc- 

"ould have to be open and the submarine 

Ih-^ h® l sitting high and dry in a dock 

‘ n Ti .1 "ator. There remained only the 

ouns The after si.x inch gun of U ai was in working order 

would mat imprcssioii a six inch shell 

uould make on the rock. In addition, of course, 1 had not 

the faintest idea how it worked or how I could get hold of the 

i 83," "'y -'-n 

iie! The key grated in the lock of our door and a petty officer 
111 poked his head in. " .\ufstehcn !” he said. 1 dressed myself 
'' ?hor^ automatically, ate my breakfast and started my daily 

ruL iseme"'; '"V .'"‘"J f"" H'c wildest and most fantastic 
tjWiiS^emes for getting control of the after gun of U 21 1 now 

ffim'otbf k'"* achieving my 

•ti! aim of blocking the exit. It was now Friday. September 

^'iTh 'vas for 1.30 p.m. on flionday September 18’ 

rIf S Vt. f Sunday evening I had -ot to 

, worked and think out all the details 

i' mV mint 3 “els"ewhere’°r 3 and.’^ttuse 

fo? Slacking ^ ''as reprimanded several times 

«, steTtor^" uVoVdi;V1he“L‘''" " ■= -- -ce as 

t; ; provisions on trolleys which P'bng cases of 

..jvarious store-rooms^of Ihe bale 

i vfiiit to fho Qock to provision submarines. Others 

j^.^nsumption in thl bLse ^ Thc?e^ galleries and were for 

er men working on the bar^c or hn "'T 
various store-rooms. ^ ^ i>toiing the cargo in Uic 

Ip After lunebj however 1 Inrl a i ■ «« 

; ,rrii;',°- tvVtet gtr "sht:ir anV'i 'V*' 

:d, remove the debris. What was h^arf which to 

cl been found necessary to remove theKrd°guTof‘tte U-bVat 
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n, bloc from the .lock so that ‘the deck-plates, which had been h 

buckled co»ild be renewed while the gun itself was repaired 

r the dockside bv the workshop engineers. When we 

irrived the gun had been unbolted from its mounting but in 

order to shng it on to the dockside it was necessary to erect ^ 

I derrick- One leg of the derrick could be braced again^ ■ 

li r-. itn <u\r nf tlie clock, but it had been found necessa^ J 

to drilMioles to steady the two shorter legs the dock ited |P 

The hrsrhttle pocket took about ten mmutes to dnll^ 

The eranitc was extremely hard and splinters kept o" 

1 he j^:ii ’Rnf the other one provxd cjuite 

interesting n't*^thr stone closely. It was carboni- 

formations. 1 looked at t oredominates in North 

ferous limestone of ^^^artland^Point. My immediate 

fnr"n; r :ct that a t^^^t of 

-- OCCU. .n ^ 


entirely igneous. [S^^ous belongs to the palazoic 

Cambrian group, evolution of 

group, which occu^ed have been some 

roCe’.nc.a for..at.o„ .ong after .t hat. hoen 

‘'"x”;::;’ Z. another thought occurret.^ ‘°o,r’ thIf co«^ ; 
a fault of of ^ 

practically the entire north comparatively rare, 

was in 'g”^ous rock 

certainly occurs m m o hand, the 

I.ogan had been ^fU 

north-west corner of P . proximity. 

with limestone and ignc decided in the end that I 

also has a similar iormat.on^ Lviog- ^ 

was no further prward at aU an^ lery and . 

interest, traced the au ^ widening all the 

into the store gallery opposu 

I transferred my \*^’^‘'‘;J‘°P,.^tch\ng over our remo^Jl of ^t^^^ 

seemed quite content a^ on to the doc^ 

iitav and sec the gui , Innc^ leg of tne 


seemed quite . - manocuvreu , .. 

deliris. to stay and sec the g the long leg of th 

It was swung across ®xug ratchet chain it descende 

derr.ck, and as .t ^ {,om me Jr 


“rt ..v f^hom 

r'^:r.d°uX"d Z breech mechanrsm and guess 
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bee* handgear for sigliting it, I did not see how the tiling was fired 
lue, and 1 certainly could not imagine how I was to gel hold of the 
r- necessary shells. The magazine. I knew, was somewhere 
It: beneath the gun. but how the lift worked 1 di<l not know. 

Tfc I suddenly rememfiered that Ixjgan hud been on a " (.) " 
iir/ ship in the last war. ” Do you know how these things work 
asked . 

He looked at me quickly. Then lie frowneil. “ 1 feel 

Inll 1 should,” he saitl slowlv. "But I don’t know,” He shook 

• 

\T!ij his head from side to side. He did not seem really interested. 

It was up to me to learn for myself. 1 wat< hed them 
oi dismantle the. barrel, saw the breecli opened and shut and 
Ic the firing position altereil by the handgear, but still I did not 
see how it was fired. However, if I <liil not discover the 


r,5 workings of the gun. at least I learned something from the 
o: conversation of the men wlio were working on it. The U 
wliich had got so badly damaged by being rammed, liad been 
lu! patched up and was leaving for 'Germany by way of the 
tc: Irish Sea and the Hebrides that night. This was only an 
operating base capable of keeping submarines supplied and 
prf effecting light repairs. U 47 haci apparently taken such a 
iis.\ beating that tlK engineers considered that nothing short of a 
;jt^^^neral overhaul and refit would make her properly sea- 
worthy. So. patched as well as the base could do it, she 
^ was to make a bid for Kiel and the old Ciermania yard. 
Apparently she made it, for she was later. I hearil, sunk in 
the South Atlantic. This left only four boats in the base. 
•fP .\mong tliem was our own boat. 1.1 34, now ready for sfea again, 
ul; Two more boats were apparently e.Kpected in that night 
je That made a submarine fleet of six boats, provided the U zi 
jjt were ready in time. It was not a pleasant prospect. If thev 
got out it might mean the end of all four of the capital ships 

® “u squadron and possibly the loss of some of 

jc;., the Mediterranean squadron at the rendezvous. 

* * At that moment there was a sudden shout of ” Wache !” 
(i' Our two guards Icxiked uncertainly at each other. The 
jj;i men at work on the gun paused and listened. The sound 
heavy boots on rock echoed down the galleries. Men Nvere 
1 '^ inning. More men joined them. Doors slammed The 

(b call w^ repeated-- Wache!” Then through the galleries 

rang the clamour of a bell. -The emergency alarm 

^ engineers at the gun. And another 

id said \es. that means action stations.” At that thev all 
^ went running down the dockside and into the gaUer\* at the 
end One of our guards began to follow them. The other 
^ hesitated and shouted something, indicating us. Then the 


WRECKERS MUST BREATHE 


i 



7G 

one who had been so anxious about us remained whilst the 
other dashed off to see what had happened. 

It was the chance of a lifetime. 1 looked at Logan, but 
he seemed quite unconscious of anything unusual. Our 
guard was watching the gallery at the end of the dock rather 
than us and his senses were centred on the medley of sound.s 
coining from the upper galleries in an effort to discover wha 
had happened. I heard the ring of rifle butts against roc 
and rapid shouts of command. The tramp of feet began to 
resound through the base. 1 glanced at the guard. He was 
still watching the end of the dock, Slowly I began to edge 
away towanls the gangway that led on to the submarine. 

I had almost made it when he caught siglit of my movement 
out of the corner of his eyes and in the same instant his 
revolver was covering me. " Ruhe !” * 

Was it just luck that Logan was now directly behind him ? ' 
For one wihl moment I thought that Logan was going to lay 
him out. Tlien the sound of feet marching in the gallery 
that ran past the end of our dock drew my eyes. A double 
file of ratings came marching on to the dock. Others marched 
on to the farther docks. The guard relaxed. The chance 

was gone. ... j r 

The ratings were fullv armed and under the command 

tlnir officers. They were the crew of U 21 . Apparent// 

as soon as the alarm' sounds each man has to report with arms 

outside his quarters. They are then marched to the dock 

in which their submarine lies and there await instructions. 

Ten men in each submarine are attached to the base guard as 

emergency watch. These report to the guard-room immc- 

dmtely on the sounding of the alarm It is heir job to 

defend the base until the last U-boat has go clear. When 

all the boats are away, and that may be several hours because 

nf the necessity of waiting for the tide to flood the docks. 

they have to destroy the base and any submarine that has not 

been in a fit condition to escape. Then, and then only, art 

hev allowed to surrender. The chances of being alive after , 

the^ destruction of several hundred tons of high explosive 

-,nd a large quantity of fuel oil are. of course, not very great. i 

ftould^no^t help wondering at that time why it was necessar>?qj^ 

m a . u fder«rou,rd bu.e of th.s type to have 
ations for its defence. Clearly, nothing could attack the 
t)ase from the sea except by shelling the cliffs 

underwater entrance. It .s possible that naval vessels m.ght 
Inr-ttp and sink submarines as they left the base, out u» 

IJ boats were attached to the buoy on the haulage gear by 
automat.rcoupling that could be released without surfacing. 
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The tricin' surface work was only necessary' on entering the 
base. In any case, there was a look-out. the entrance to which 
led off the cliff side of the upper gallery just near our own cell. 
This look-out made it possible for U-boat commanders to be 
notified of any craft in the vicinity whe-n ready to go out. 

Presumably, therefore, tliey feared an attack from the 
land. And if there were a way of getting into the base from 
the landward side, then there must be a way of getting out. 
The thought sent a thrill'of hope through me. This sudden 
sense of exultation was followed almost immediately by a 
mood of complete and utter despair. W hat chance was 
there of discovering this bolt-hole of theirs, let alone escaping 
tlirough it ? 

1 was brought back to a sense of the immediate happenings 
by the arrival of our other guard. •' We are to take them to 
their cell,” he said. He was flushed with running and his 
worils came in short gasps. 

■■ What’s happened ?" demanded the one who had stayed 
with us. 

•• I don't Icnow — nothing yet. The emergency alarm 
went in the guard-room a few minutes ago. liight men were 
sent out to reconnoitre. Come on 1 We're to put these 
men in their cell and report to the guard-room. The emer- 
gency guard has been called out and every one is standing by." 

W'e were told to march. By this time the dockside wu.s 
empty. The crew of U 2 t had gone to llieir stations. The 
tide was at the high and 1 could hear the gurgle of water as 
the dock was flooded. The commander and his Number 
One were standing on the bridge. The boat was not ready 
for sea, yet they were prepared to lake her out and risk it if 
necessary rather than leave her to be destroyed. It was the 
gesture of a proud service. As we marched down the gallery 
and climbed the ramp to the next levid our two guards 
continued their conversation : 

First Guard : ” Are we being attacked ?’’ 

Second Guard ■. ” 1 don’t know.” 

First Guard ; “ Well, what arc they doing about it ? 

Who sounded the warning ?" 

Second Guard ; " They don't know yet. But they've 

sent out a reconnoitring party.” 

First Guard : ” Maybe it’s a false alarm.” 

Second Guard : ” Maybe.” 

First Guard : “ Suppose we're being attacked — what do 

we do ?” 

Second Guard : ” Who do you think 1 am — Commodore 

Thepe ? I don’t know.” 
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First Guard r “ Well, I do. We blow up the exit galleries 
and then we’re caught like rats in a trap. We’re marines. 
We don’t belong to the submarine service. But the only 
cliance we'll have of getting out of this base will be by sub- 
marine — and the hell of a bloody chance that will be !” 

-As far as I was concerned the conversation ended there, 
for we were bundled into our cell and the key turned in the 
lock. I licard the clatter of the guards’ boots as they went 
into the guard-room opposite. And then an unearthly 
stillness descended on the place. I had never heard it so 
silent. All the machinery, even the dynamos, had been 
stopped. I felt a sense of frustration. Something exciting 
was happening. Something that might vitally atiect our 
lives. Yet here we were cooped up in a cell with no means 
of knowing what was taking place. It was complete anti- 
climax. 

1 glanced at Logan, who was sitting placidly on his bed. 
He was listening, too. He sensed I was watching him and 
he looked up at me. " What’s happening ?” he asked. 1 
said I didn't know. I began pacing the cell, but it was so 
small that I e\ entually sat down on my bed again. We sat 
there, listening to the silence, while quarter of an hour slipped 
by. 

I began to imagine things. Somewhere at the back of the 
base were underground workings. Perhaps even now the 
guard was lighting an enemy whilst the U-boats slipped out 
of the base. It did not matter that it was daylight for the 
exit How long would it be before they were all clear? 
Five boats and the barge— that might take between three 
and four hours. Then what ? Would they d^troy the b^e ? 
The silence and my own enforced inactivity began to get on 


Then' suddenly there were voices, the clang of ^ door and 
silence a^^ain Ten more minutes passed, and th^ the sound 
of the guard-room door being opened and the scuffle of service 
boots running down the gallery. Within f 
came the murmur of many voices and the clatter of b^ts. 
Then the gentle soothing hum of the dynamos was resumed. 
Life at the base was normal again. 

at.. 

Lt:ntaTttp.y: him ...tening inUnt.^ 

I began to talk to him again and then stopped, r^ali g 
that It was pointless. I sat on my bed and 'vaited watchmg 
the minutes tick slowly by on my wnst-watch. which I had 






79 


THE DISAPPEARANCE OE WALTER CRAIG 

been allowed to keep. Shortly after four-thirty the grill 
opened and I just caught a glimpse of the nose and eyes of a 
mao looking in at us before it clanged to again. 'I hen there 
was the sound of boots on the rock outside and the door of the 
cell to the right of oufs opened and then dosed. I could hear 
the faint murmur of voices, but the rock walls were loo thick 
to distinguish what language was being spoken. Ihe cell 
door beyond closed with a bang and the grate of a key in the 
lock. Then the guard-room door slammed to and there was 
silence again. 

Another quarter of an hour passed. Logan was getting 
more and mote restive. Once he tried to pace up and down 
the cell as I had done, but it was too small for him and he 
resumed his seat on the bed. I was beginning now to think 
in terms of mutiny. After all it was not impossible. The 
men were by no means happy. I remembered the departure 
of U 41. The commander had only just saved the situation 
then. The only thing against the possibility of mutiny was 
the fact that the morale had been better during the past 
few days — in fact, ever since the word had gone round that 
something big was pending. It is inactivity more than fear 
that undermines morale, and now that they had something 
big to look forward to, I could not quite sec a mutiny. 

I had just arrived at this conclusion when there came a 
dull explosion that seemed to shake the very rock out of which 
the cell was hewn. It was followed almost immediately 
by a second. And then silence again. Both of ns had 
automatically jumped to our feet. Were they scrapping the 
U-boats ? The thought flashed through my mind. But I 
knew that it was out of the question. If they had blown 
up two of the boats the explosions would have been terrific, 
and they certainly hadn't c.xploded the munitions store. 
These explosions were muffled and far away. Perhaps the 
entrance to the base was being shelled from the sea. 

The door of the guard-room opened, footsteps sounded 
and then the door of the cell to tlie left of us was opened. 
There was the murmur of voices. Then the door of the cell 
was closed and locked, and the footsteps returned once more 
to the guard-room. Silence again. The tension was making 
me over-wrought. I forced myself to sit down on the bed 
again, and I tried desperately to control my e.xcitemcnt. But 
1 could not keep my hands still. 

Logan had taken up his stand by the door. I looked 
up at him. He was standing quite still, liis huge body leaning 
gainst the door. But for once his face seemed alive and 
r reahzed that he was listening. I strained my senses. I 
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could licar notliing. Logan went over to his bed and set his,' * 

car to the wall. I did likewise, but I could hear nothing. I 

I went back to luy own bed. I found myself wondering how 
much more of this tension would break Logan’s brain com- 
pletely and transform him into a raving lunatic. \ 

I picked up a magazine and began to read a story. But i 

I could not concentrate. I kept on catching sight of Logan r 
listening at the wall. At length 1 put the magazine down. 

“ Can you hear anything ?" I asked. 

No, can you ?” 

.\s a conversation piece it was not brilliant. I gave d ^ 
up and for the next five minutes my mind chased the story 
about the man who asked a lunatic who had his ear to the 
ground that same cjuestion. Someone knocked on the door. 

I looked up. Logan was standing there, beating a tattw 
with his fist on it. Footsteps sounded in the gallery outside. 

He ceased. But as soon as the guard-room door had shut 


again, he resumed his knocking. , , t 

Look, suppose I read you a story ?’ I suggested. 1 

picked up the magazine again. i • i .. j 

He did not roplv, but stretched out his hand and picked 

up the spoon from'his plate which was still lying on tlie bed. 
With this he began to strike the iron bars of the grill. It was 
getting on my nerves. ” Come and sit down. 1 said. 

He turned and looked at me. and he was grinning broadly. 
" What is the name of your paper ?" he asked. 

“ The Daily HccorJcr.” I said. " Why ! 

But he had begun tapping again, 

Tlicn he stopped and listened with his head [ ^ 

on one side like a dog’s. I was getting a httlc nervous. 

It would be more than two hours bejorc 

was brought to us and that would probably be my first chance 

of getting hold of the doctor. a nencil ” 

Tl.cn suddenly Logan turned to me 
lie said He drew the half-chewed stub of one out of t o 

';,cre" of his duugarees„and tossed it ov. to ut 

this down on something. He bc„«m tc pp g g ‘'.c-a-m-c 
spoon. Then he ^topj^and hstei^i.^ 

IcUer by Liter very slowly, sometimes witii quite 

Ix-lwecn each letter. ” W-i-t-h break fXn went 

tapped with liis spoon on the iron grill agaii . ' 

on, ” C-a-u-c-c-l break t-h-r-c-e break m-i-n-c-r-s. 


\ 


At this stage it is necessary to digress in order to recount 
the experiences of Maureen Weston, the novelist, which 
had such an important bearing on later events. She very 
^ndly offered to allow me to lift cu bloc the story as she told 
it in lier book Groundbait for Death. I should like to take 
this opportunity of thanking her for her kindness. I have, 
however, refrained from taking advantage of her offer because 
I feel that the bare facts as she gives tliem in her connnuni* 
cations to Charles Patterson, news editor of the Daily Recorder, 
together with various other communications which complete 
the picture, are more suitable to a straightforward narrative 
of this type. 1 should state that I am also indebted to the 
authorities at Scotland \ard lor their kind assistance 
in supplying me with copies of a number of official 
communications. 
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Wife from the news editor of the '"Daily Recorder'’ to Maureen 
Weston, Sea Breezes, St. Mawes, dispatched from Fleet Street 
at 12.15 p.ni. on September 4 : 

Note story in Telegraph seven two stop Can you cover 
disappearance Walter Craig query Still a member Recorder 
staft stop Full details obtainable Cadgwith— Patterson. 

The following story appeared under a D head i?i the 
"Telegraph " of September 4. page seven, column two : 

U-BOAT ATTEMPTS LANDING 


BELIEVED SUNK BY TORPEDO BOAT 
From Our Own Correspondent 

Somewhere on the Coast °^England-Sept. 3^ A daring 

attempt ° tStention'wl to land 

German U-boat. 1 1 is beheve^a 

horvm, tt U-boaTs intention was known beforehand and 

the naval authorito at waiting for the 

As a result, a British torpe ^ boat. 

^h^forped^^ b^t" auempto’;! this and a? the same time 

°The^'ibm°rr‘n‘’: "ephTd and a -art eng^nMol.owed^ 

The boat was not boat then fired a torpedo at 

the U-boat, but failed to dashed to the 

submerged. The ^ The first ^of these brought 

l‘’qLrrity ^To^d to rhe^^fS^nd this encourages the belief 

that the U-boat was destroyed U-boat from the shore 

Two men, who were w^hing for the ^ „^„ed 

roVan'’°;nf t^e "otorti^^.teraa:;! to% weU-known dramatic 
critic. 
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IVire from Alaureeii Weaton ioCharles Patterson of the ”Dailv 
Recorder” dispatched from St. Alawes at 2.5^ p.m. on September 



Busy on new book stop Walter untypc involved scrape — 
Maureen. 

Wire from Charles Patterson of the "Daily Recorder” to Maureen 
Weston dispatched from Fleet Street at 4.5 p.m. on Seplemler 4 : 

Damn book stop Yard asking questions stop Convinced 
story stop Cannot spare any one investigate from this end 
stop Relying on you stop Writing hotel Cadgwith stop Suggest 
five pound daily retainer expenses plus space — Patterson. 

WirefromMaureenWeston to Charles Patterson of the "Daily 
Recorder” dispatched from St. Mawes al6.20p.m. on September 
A • 


Okay stop God help if wild-goose chase — Maureen. 

Letter from Charles Patterson of the "Dailv Recorder” to 
Maureen Weston at the hotel Cadgwith. dated September 4 : 

Dear Maureen, 

Officers from Scotland Yard questioned me about Walter 
Craig yesterday morning. There is apparently not the slight- 
est doubt that he and this man Logan have disappeared 
In some respects the stor>' in the Telegraph is not quite 
accurate. For one thing the U-boat was not landing any one 
but taking off a man who had been landed the previous night 

L? ‘^^t^ctives that Craig met this man shortly 

after he had been landed and that later he became suspicious 
The coastguard i$ mixed up in it somewhere. It was he who 
TiffTti? authorities at Falmouth. I believe Craig 

police seem to think that both were captured and 

taken on board the submarine. There is some doubt as to 
whether it was destroyed. as to 

is— why did the submarine land this German ? 
Who did he contact on shore, and why ? It must have been 
something urgent for them to have taken that risk 

rAir" you out of your book. I tried 

to get you on the phone in order to exnlain thp u 

every business in London has moved out to the West Count^ 

Sind It IS quite impossible to get a call through At t^ 
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moment I dare not spare any one from this end, for though we 
are running a smaller paper and half the staff is hanging about 
tloing imthing. at any moment a rush of war news may come 
through. At the saine time local men are no good for a job of 

this sort. ^ , 

What I am hoping for is a first-class spy story, hood 

hunting, ami very many thanks for helping me out. 

Yours sincerely, 

Charles Patterson. 


Tynuscrifyl of a code wire from Detective-iuspecior Fuller to 
Supernileudi’ul McGlade at Scotland Vurd o>,d dispatched from 
Ca%wilh at .,.15 />■»'■ «« September 5 . -T/.c tt-as decoded 
and sent by special messenger to M.I .5 : . 

r.nqniries about disappearances being made by Maureen 

\t-eston stop Description height about ““tttrai- 

n-irteil left waved brown eyes shm nails painted young attrac 

liv e stop '\rri\ ed hotel about seven last night m green Hillman 
mtsto|) .\rii\tu contacted Morgan and now 

Ji^-nilon stop Keepmg contact 

pending instructions — Iniller. 

'/• n rnde wire from Superintendent McGlade to 

is? ,s" 

Manrgen '‘j7a’’wM''to°"vdte st acting' for 

ago wlien retired to S ■ kerned as to whereabouts of 

Kecordcr 'rli ° power to prevent lier conducting 

W alter Craig Ppu help and facilitate <lisintere.st 

own enquiries stop ^ugc>^® > * 

— ^IcGhuie. 

s. *>■ "■ ■ 

I have been shown the ^pot where the ^^fr 

landed, 1 have talked man landed from 

to Carillon, the cottage Vr.vard. 

tlie -submarine. It gives the background. 

However, this much I ha%c J ^ „^an known 

Walter Craig went out after mackerel wib) a 
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locally as Big Logan and came back soaking wet. Big Logan, 
by the way, is a bit of a character — apparently he is very large 
and bearded, about forty, lough and fond of the girls. Well, 
apparently \\'alter had got pulled into the sea by what he 
thought was a shark which went for a mackerel he had just 
hool<c<l. Logan thinks this over and decides it isn’t a shark 
but a submarine. Then, when Walter comes down on the 
Sunday and begins talking of a follc»w be met on tlte cliffs 
going home the j>revions night wIjo ha«l ju^t Cf)mc in by boat, 
Logan gels proi>erly suspicijjus, for his b«jat was ap})arently 
the last one in at fndgwith. The man Waller met asked the 
waytoa cottagccalled ('arillonon tliecliffsab<»ve ('hurchCove. 

Logan asks tljc hmdlor<l at tlie local who the C)wner of 
Carillon is. That is as far as they go with the landlord. After 
that they trot off to the Cf)astguari!. 1 could not get much 
out of Morgan even though he is Welsh. 1 le is in bed suffering 
from shock and feeling rather .sorry for himself, Apparently 
the U-boat came very near to sinking the torpedo boat. He 
says tliat he is not allowed to say anything about it — not o\’ei^ 
to get his picture in the papers. 

A Mr. I-uikr inirodneed himself to mo this morning. Ho 
seemed to know all about me and why I was in Cadgwith. I 
began to get suspicious. An«l w hen he told me he was from 
Scotland Yard 1 was (juilc certain I had found the master spy. 
However, it turns out that he is fojin the Yard and lie helps 
quite a bit. Here's the low down. 


It was arranged that Waller ami Logan should wait on the 
cliffs wliilst the coastguard and two other fishermen lay in wait 
just around the headland in Logan's boat. It appears, how- 
ever, that the coastguard, on thinking the matter over, decided 
to notify Falmouth, and the naval authorities dispatched a 
torpedo boat to intercept the submarine. Tbe action was 
much as the Telegraph account describes it. The U-boat is 
believed damaged, but it is by no means certain that it was 
destroyed. Fuller told me that the police had found marks 
on the slopes above the place where the landing was made 
which indicate a struggle. Their theory is that both Walter 
and Logan were taken prisoner. Incidentally, the boat made 
the submarine It was a collapsible rubber boat and was 

picked up farther down the coast the next day. On it was 
painted the letters U 34 . 

Tlie owner of Carillon was arrested that night. His name 
IS George Cutner. He had been at Carillon^ just over two 

frequent visits to London and 
other places, ^obody down here seems to know much about 
lum. To them he was a foreigner and regarded much as the 
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summer visitors. Aay one is a foreigner down here who was 
not born in the district. He was very fond of fishing, though 
he seldom went out in a boat. He was often with a rod at a 
picked spot called the Bass Rock at the extremity of one of the 
headlands. There was nothing in the least unusual about his 
appearance. He was about fifty-five, short and rather bald 
— in fact, much like the retired bank manager he was meant to 
be. There is a police guard on the cottage and I cannot find 
out where the man has been removed to. Moreover, friend 
l-'uller seemed to expect me to be satisfied with what he had 
told me and clear out. so perhaps I had better. I shall take 
up the search with the agents from whom Cutner purchased 

Carillon. . 

I clou t know whether you will be able to get a story out ot 

this However. I wiU hope to get something really hot in due 
course. Incidentally, this is the last time 1 tr>' and get you 
on the phone. I waited two and a half hours for tins call. 

I ’ll wire in future. 

Cutting from the front page of the September 7 issue of the 
"Daily Recorder" : 

recorder man exposes 


GERMAN SPY 

AND BECOMES FIRST BRITISH 
WAR CAPTIVE 

NOW PRISONER ON BOARD DAMAGED U-BOAI 
Walter Craig the Recorder's theatre critic, is the man res- 

polf iT'retired bank manager at a little 
coa.stal' v.llage. For reasons /"^"^/resT o5 

"S aSive‘:;:.^C'^b:^rt m .'alter 

^"^nlre is the story as told by one of his colleagues who went 
down to the place^ where he bad disappeared in an endea 
to discover whether he was alive or dead. 
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Every detail of Maureen Weston's story that could be got past 
the Censor was included in this splash. The story was taken up 
by the evening papers and caused sonvething of a sensation in the , 
Street. 

A cutting from the "Daily Recorder” of Friday, Septcniher 8. It 
appeared in the form of a box on the front page and was based on 
nothing more hopeful than a wire dispatched from Penzance at 
4.45 p.m. the previous day and reading : 

Agents not very helpful but looking around — Maureen. 

The box read as follows : 

RECORDER SPY HUNT 

Following Walter Craig's brilliant exposure of the first 
German spy to be captured since the beginning of the war, the 
Daily Recorder has sent one of its star reporters to take up the 
hunt where Walter Craig was forced to lay it down. 

The Daily Recorder is convinced that Walter Craig's brilliant r 
work opens the way to the exposure of a whole network of i 
German espionage in England. This must not be regarded by | 
readers as being in the nature of a spy scare. It is nothing 
of the sort. But it would be foolish to imagine that Germany, 
which has been preparing for this war for over five years, will 
not have perfected an intelligence system of the greatest f 
efficiency in this country. This will have been facilitated by J 
the influx of refugees into this country since Nazism first began | 
to spread terror in Europe. ] 

This does not mean that you should regard all your neigh- | 
hours, especially those with foreign names, with suspicion. 
But you would be wise to remember not to discuss in public 
the little pieces of information, military and civil, that you 
glean in the course of your business or through conversation r 
with friends. Remember — Walls have cars. In the mean- i' 
time the Daily Recorder is investigating this menace. 

Wire from ^faurecn Weston to Charles Patiersonof thc"Daily 
Recorder” dispatched from Falmouth at 4.25 /).m. on September 
S 1 

Cutner imprisoned here stop local force succumbed but 
Cutner unhelpful stop Declares visitor was commander U-boat 
and he gave him envelope contents unknown stop Insists he 
was purely an intermediary stop Discussion with estate agents 
at Penzance unhelpful — Maureen. 
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Letter from Maureen Weston at the hotel, Cadgwith, dated 
I September lo and received by Charles Patterson of the "Daily 
i Recorder ” on the morning of Monday, September ii : 

Dear Charlie, 

j It’s not for the recipient of a £5 daily retainer to doubt a 
j news editor’s wisdom in continuing it, but I must admit that 
i you don’t seem to be getting your money's worth. Needless 
to say. I m doing my best, but it doesn’t seem to be leading 
; any place. Either I'm no good as an ivestigator or else Cutner 
' was just what he said he was — an intermediary. The only 
objection to this tlieory is that his identity was rather ela- 
borately faked — at least that’s my opinion. 

1 stayed tlic Eriday night at Ealmouth and on the Saturday 
morning received an answer to a wire 1 had sent to the local 
paper at Gloucester the previous night. Gloucester was where 
Cutner was supposed to have been a bank manager and I had 
asked for full details as to appearance, interests, visits abroad 
if any and present whereabouts. The description given in the 
reply tallied with Cutner in every detail. Interests were given 
as golf and bridge — golf liandicap was four ! He ^ 

widower and, following his retirement in June. i 9 .?b. he had 
embarked on an extensive tour of Europe. Present where- 
abouts was given as Carillon, Church Cove, near Lizard Town, 

Cornwall. . , , . 

I then presented myself once more at the local police slabon. 

But the law had become unpleasantly official overnight. , 
Exit your glamorous investigator, baffled to 
: I’uller on the doorstep. He did not seem in the 

, to sec me and frankly admitted tl.at he «as 

attitude of the local force. So I rveighed in with ^ few nucs 
tions : What were the countries visited by 
European tour ? Was Germany one of them ? Did he play 
golf ? If so what was the handicap and had they found out 
whether lie really could play ? And so on. 

When I liad finished. Fuller said, bo you ve got that 
have you, Miss Weston." 1 said. " \\ hat <lo you mean 
that fir’” He said ‘'Never mind.” ^Ve then discussed 
lllc weather alid left it at that. Ho was not inclined to be 

’'■'Deductions, my dear Wat.son-lucky I write dcUeeto^ 
stones isn’t it ’—are as follows. Culncrvamshedm t'Cnnany. 
His passport, clothes, and in 

taken over lock, stock, and barrel b> the ,, miner's back- 
prison. This gentleman returned, and. Irom 

ground to fall back on if questioned, purchased Carillon from 
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the executors of the deceased ^^^s. Bloy. This all sounds 
rather like an excerpt from one of m\’ books, but 1 am quite 
convinced that if only I could get this man Cutner on to a golf 
course I could prove it. The avprage German isn't very 
interested in golf and I doiibt whether the man would l;now 
one end of a club from another. 

Howe\’er. the net result of this was to send me post-haste 
back to Cadgwith in an atlein[)i to pick up the threads from 
that end. But nothing doing. 1 he man ha<l few visitors 
and no one seems to know anvthing about them. The polic e 
have withdrawn from the < otl.age and last tiigld I went over it. 
Not a smell. 'I he police' will ahnost certainly have removed 
anything they thought miglil be inle^c■^ting. But 1 doubt 
whether Cutner was the man to leave anything about. \\'hcn 
I saw him in the cell at h'ahnouth he struck me as a secretive 
little man. He looked like a bank manager. His whole 
appearance shrieked figures, routine and a methodical mind 

^ 1^.. \ I y*!* ■ • « • « 


in his life. 


1 doubt whether he ever had an affair 

Incredible the sort of people who will go in for intelligence 
work ! There's not an ounce of romance or adventure about 
him. If he is a master spy, he's a damned dull one. But 
there you are, that s just the sort of man you want 
for a spy. 

The point I am leading up to is this. I am no further for- 

vvard on this business than when I started. I don’t mean 

I'v’e discovered nothing. But 1 have not discovered anything 

that would lead me to a big spy network or even to suggest 

that such a network existed, h'rom your point of view I’m 

a vvashout, and after this letter I’m cpiilc expecting you to 

wire me to get back to my book. The only trouble is I've got 

interested in this business. The wav 1 look at it is tliis. 

Presuming my deduction to be right' why <lid the German 

Intelligence go to such pains to plant at Cadgwith a man who 

was to be no more tlian an intermediary ? It doesn’t 

make sense. Any one would have done for the iob of 
intermediary’. •' 

• I have a proposition to put forward. I continue this 

investigation and the Recorder pays me expenses. I'll chuck 
It as soon as 1 realize I’m getting no further. And if I chuck 
Tf pocket to the extent of mv expenses 

worth vv hdP ^ something, tlibt is really 

1 for the period 

you think "'hat 

Yours, 

Maureen Weston. 


go WRFXKERS MUST BRpATHE 

W'he from Charles Patterson of the Daily Recorder to Maureen 
Weston at the hotel. Cadgwith, dispatched from Fleet Street at 
II. 10 a.m. on September ii ; 

Okay go ahead stop Good luck — Patterson. 

Letter from Maureen Weston at the Red Lion Hotel, Redruth, 
dated September 12 and received by Charles Patterson of the 
Daily Recorder on the morning of Wednesday. September 13 : 


Dhar Charlie, 

Believe we may be getting somewhere, but God knows 
where. Am leaving here early to-morrow for St. Just near 
Land's End. It's a long shot and can t for the life of me think 

why 1 am feeling suddenly optimistic. 

Mv last letter, if I remember rightly, was written on Sunda> 
evening at the hotel in Cadgwith. On Monday morning I ran 
over to Penzance and had another talk to the agents who sold 
r^rillon to Cutner. 1 don’t know whether it was a sort of 
hunch or just that, having drawn blank at Church C^ve. I 
turned in desperation to the agents as the one possible link 

between Cutner nncl the others- ^ j 

The agents wete Messrs. Gribble, Tohvorth and F.ckle- 

inci-edibll isn’t it ’ Previously 1 had only spoken with the 

::rfcrnceahng tl^Shing if iTZ 

'"c‘=u''tn\VS purchased ‘^e “«age o„ Febr^^^^^^^ 

He paid for it rv.th a 'cheque on the branch^at^GI^ 
he had been manager ergo 8^^ looked at a 

makes him a passable forger a ^ -jj Several of these 
number of cottages be ore choosing Canllom ^^be^^era^ 

were inland, but Fickle seems f? interested in was one on 
pression that what Cutner was r y offered him one at 

the coast. An interesting point is that he one^^ 

Sennen Cove, which was in Carillon but he turned 

suited to his stated requirements than Cariii . 
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it down without even bothering to go and look at it. I-'or sonic 
reason it had to be in South Cornwall. In all, Cutner spent 
the better part of a week in Penzance, motoring out daily in 
various directions to have a look at properties. An entry in 
the register at the Wheatsheaf Hotel, Penzance, where I stayed 
the night, shows that he was there from January 27 to Feb- 
ruary I. 1937. He instructed his purchase agreement to be 
sent to his hotel at Torquay. He was resident at that hotel 
from December 4. 1936, to January 26. 1037. and again from 
February 2 to February 28. 1937, when he took up his resi- 
dence at Carrillon. 

All this is getting nowhere, you'll say. Quite right, but 
it shows that Fm being thorough. Now here we come to 
the little sequence of coincidence which is senriing me scuttling 
down to St. Just. The hall porter at the Wheatsheaf remem- 
bers Mr. Cutner. And the reason he remembers him is that 
he tipped him with a dud ten shilling note. I knqw what 
you’re going to say. That dud ten sliilling note shows, 
Miss Weston, that your reasoning is all wrong. Cutner was 
not ingeniously smuggled into this country by Germany. 
He is just a petty criminal passing dud notes and ready 
to take on anything, even a little espionage work, to keep 
himself in funds. But wait a minute. This man paid liis 
bill by cheque, and it was honoured. He paid in two cheques 
at his Torquay hotel and both were honoured. As far as I 
can find out this was the one and only dud note that he passed. 
My conclusion is that it was just one of those things. But 
it has served my purj-iosc. for to this day the hall porter 
remembers all about Mr. George Cutner. He remembers 
that he wore brown boots with a dark grey suit and that he 
kept a big gold w’atch. which he would frequently consult, 
in his waistcoat pocket. And that during his stay at the 
hotel he had a visitor. This visitor was a man of the name 
of Robertson— short and thick-set. witli rimless glasses 
heavy cheeks and a way of pulfing as he moved as though 
he were perpetually short of breath. 

Using the office of Cribble. Tolworth and Fickle as a poste 
restante I wired this description to Cutner's Torquay hotel 
Detective-inspector Fuller at the Falmouth police 
station The reply from the Torquay hotel was not long 
delayed. It read— Man answering description visited 
Cutner severa times stop Name Jones.” I ^;a.ted at the 

for a reply from Fuller. 
In the end I gave it up and went along to see the editor of the 
local paper. Here I drew blank. No one in the office knew 
any one of the name of either Jones or Robertson who answered 
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the (lesc! iplioii. In t.ict. no one knew any one at all who 
answered to that dcsciiplion. 

So back to tlie hotel an<l tnrthcr talks with the porter. A 
cenuine ten shilling note changes haTuls — this will be included 
in expenses — and from tlic depths of the remote past this 
worthy indi\ idual, who has needless to say the acquisitive 
nature of the Cornish wrecker well developed, conjures the 
n^ctnory of a telopljone call from said Mr. Kobertson to Cutner 
w hen the latter was out. Later Mr. Kobertson rings througlr 
again aiul as Cutner is still out leaves a message. The 
message is to the effect that Cutner is to meet him in Redruth 
that ec’ening. When the porter asks where and at w’hat time, 
this Kobertscui says. “ Se\ en o’clock. He knows where. 

So then I gel the car out and start for Redruth. And 
as tlie estate agents is on my way I stop off to see whether 
Fuller has answered mv wire. 1 should have been warned 
by the sleek black roailster that is drawn up at the curb. 
Dctecti\’e-inspector I'uller is waiting for me inside with a 
whole heap of questions. How ihd 1 get to know about this 
man ? Who had seen him ? Where did I get my description 

from ? , I-' T b >/•! 

*' So vou recogni/c the description, do 5-011 ! 1 asKcn. 

And he said. “ Like hell I do. I’ve been trying to trace 

this man ever since Cutner was arrested. ^ 

Well, isn't that a coincidence.” I said. 1 m tiying to 

'then we start the (picstions all over again. Hut 

I KCt the answer to n.y wirr. Ihis (dlow 

Msded Carillon several times, bo 1 say good-afternoon 

and thank him for being so kind as 

to I’en/ance in order to replv to my wire. Me thinks I think 
rvc nia.lc rallR-r a hit an.l that makes inn. 

I-;vcn sc. he sticks to the point a.ul keeps on w.tl 
We both Kc-t r.ither hot nndcr tl,c collar am m the J ‘ ^ “ 
hi.nsclf chi to f!o the round of the hotels o'’ 

whole «anu.t of investlRalion that I ve just been Ih.ough, 

while I cot on to Kcdrutli. , • i 'The 

An.l hero everything tumbles right into my k I ■ 

editor of the local paper listens to he old W^ 

-Sounds like Tubby Wilson. Started ‘‘P 

(Lailh mine and packcil up about a yeai ifier about 

gets down two bound columes of „ian 

ten minutes scaicli |)r(Klnccs a photof^iaiM ) ‘ ^ , nockets 

staiuiing will, feel apart, his thumbs m h.s 
and a hroa<l grm on his moondikc face. 
battered trilby on the back of Ins head and I can s 
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mark on his waistcoat that looks like a watch chain. The 
photograph appeared in the issue of March 2. io.? 7 — is 
shortly after he had had these meetings with Cntncr. And 
the reason the photograph is in the paper is that he has just 
floated a small private company called Cornish C'oastal Wilson 
1 Mines Ltd. Then in the issue of March 16 of that year appears 
4 the announcement of the purchase of the Wheal Garth tin 
mine near St. Just. Hightecn months later the mine closed 
down. But it evidently had good backing for there was no 
question of bankruptcy — all the creditors were paid in full 
and the mine is still the property of this now \'cry ncbuhjus 
company. Well, that's the low down on Tubby Wilson. 
By the time you get this letter I shall be on my way to have a 
look at his mine and talk to jicople in the neighbourhootl of 
St. Just who worked there — that is if frlctul Tubbv is the 
man 1 think he is. I obtained two back mimber.s of the issue 
in which his photograph appeared. One cutting I have sent 
to my friend, the hotel porter, with a rc(iucst to wire me in 
the morning if he recognizes it as Koberlson. The other 
I am keeping myself for identification purposes. In the 
meantime I am trying to ferret out Tubby's antecedents and 
history. Ihc editor of the local paper, a jovial old boy 
who regards me as something of an enfaufe tcniblc, is taking 
me to the local mincowncr's club to-night. I threatened 
to go on my own, but apparently he didn't think that would 
be qviitc, quite. In the meantime, could vou have someone 
go along to Bush House and Itjok up Tubby's ancestors ? 
If you have any luck wire me at the St. Just po.st office. 

1 sugge.st you keep these interminable rci^orts and publish 
them under the title of " Letters of a Special Investigator to 
her Employer.” 

Yours, 


Sherlock Weston. 

Wire frow Maureen Weston to Charles Patterson of the -Dailx 
Recorder dispatched from Haylc at 10.5 a.m. on September 13 : 

knoun in Redruth prior flotation stop Something of rolling 
stone been prospecting various goldfields also tin Malay stop 
Writing arrival Saint Just— Maureen. ^ ^ 

HTrc from Charles PatUrson of the Dailv Recorder to 

ptcTiL Office S,, J„s,. .UpaMcd fro, I 

r-icei i,irccl at 11.15 a.m. on September 13 ; ^ 
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Born Dusseklorf ninety four naturalized British twenty 
two stop Keep ^oing — Patterson. 

LelUy from Maureen UV.s/o»;, ejo Mrs. Davies, Cap View, 
Pendeen. Cornwall, dated September 13 and received by Charles 
Patterson of the Daily Recorder on the afternoon of 
September i \ : 


Dear Ch.nrlie, 

I m feeling a little scared. Your special investigator 
is going down the mine to-morrow morning, and she’s not 
the least bit keen. This is the most God-awful place. I’ve 
never seen these Cornish mining vjllages before — they’re even 
worse than the Welsh. They're so drab and the coastal 
scenery is so colourful. To-day. for instance, as I poUered 
around the cliffs looking at the mines, the sea was a brilliant 
turquoise blue with a white edge where it creamed against 
the cliffs. It reminded me of the Mediterranean, except that 


the coast here is much more ragged and deadly looking than 
anything I have seen before, brom this I came back to 
Pendeen to make inquiries as to who had worked in Wheal 
Garth, and by comparison this little huddle of grey stone 

cottages is unbelievably squalid. , , 

However, 1 have been quite lucky. I am installed in a 
little cottage half-way between Pendeen and Trewellard and 
clear of the depressing atmosphere of a mining village. But 
there is no opportunity to forget that I am in the mining 
district of Cornwall. There is open ground on the other side 
of the road and it is dotted with grass-grown slag heaps 
piles of stones which were once miners’ houses and ruined 
chimneys that acted as flues for the ventilation shafts of the 
mines. This is what I look out on from my bedroom window. 
And believe me. when it rained this evening it looked a scene 
of utter desolation. It is getting dark now and I m writing 
this by the light of an oil lamp. A sea mist has ^ome up 

and the lighthouse at Pendeen Watch is 

However, when it’s fine it is possible to see nght across to tl 

cliffs and I can just see the top of Cape Corn\\alI. which 

gaSer IS why tlJ cottage is called Cape V.ew^ I feed m the 

kitchen with the family— mother father. 

seven, and an evacuee, male, aged five. 

window there you look up the slope of the moors to the huge 

pyramid heaps of the china clay pits. nf mv 

So much for the local colour. Now to the ^^su k " 
labours, l-'irst thing I did on arrival was to locate the mi^^ - 
Refer to your collection of Ward. Lock, and in 
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Cornwall volume you will find it given as lying between mines 
Botaliack and Levant, both now defunct. 1 have had quite 
an interesting prowl round. There is the remains of what 
looks like a miniature railway running for the better part of 
half a mile along the very edge of the cliffs, There is just 
the cutting left and an occasional wooden sleeper. In fact, 
but for the wooden sleepers, I should have said it was a water 
duct, for it is a definite cutting all the way. Maybe what 
1 think are sleepers are old slats of wood that formed the 
framework for the wooden trough in which the water ran. 
Whatever it is, I think it once belonged to Wheal Garth. 
What I take to be the main shaft of the mine is about a hundred 


yards in from the cliff edge. There’s a high stone wall round 
It that looks fairly recent. I climbed over and had a look 
down, lying Hat on my stomach. There’s a sheer drop of 
about a hundred feet to a lot of old pit props, and there’s the 
sound of water dripping — most unpleasant ! The cliffs 
here are simply pitted with these shafts. Each has its stone 
wall, but that is the only protection. Others have been 
filled, some have fallen in, and the scars of diggings and 
the mounds of old slag heaps are ever^'where. 

Your acquisitive little Maureen was seen making for the 
local with several small-sized boulders clasped to her bosom. 
Some of the stones on the slag heaps are beautifully coloured, 
but actually what I had got were several pieces of greenish 
rock flecked with gold. Optimism outran intelligence and 
I pictured myself opening up Wheal Garth as a gold mine. 

XT ^ ^ admirable and intelligent landlord 

Note, the style of Pepys 1 I order a gin and lime, dump mv 
httle pieces of rock on the bar and ask if the bright stuff is 
gold, thereupon my drink is delivered to me with a huge 
guffaw and a smell of stale beer. • ‘ Aye. that’s raight foonnyr 
he says. He hails from the North in case you hadn’t noticed 
my spelling. ‘'That's moondic. that is. Arsenic deposit. 

visitors wi’ moondic. They 
arl s gold.” He produced a piece of rock from the 

back o* the bar that shone like solid gold only the look of it 

was rather more metallic. This was a lovely examole of 

t?n a piece of what they call mother 

bn from a new lode that had just been struck af 

j^eidentally. now seems to live on Geevor 
It s the only mine for miles around that is still working 

soiil^c you re muttering to yourself— when is this 

Th^ 1 ^ coming to the point ? Well here it is 

The landlord recognized the picture of Tubby As sLn .. 

h. sees ,t, he says, Ee, ’a Law hm rath? en^rThat “ 
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Toobby Wilson, that is.*’ Then over a pint of mild and bitter 
he gix'es me the low down on the mine. 

.\^■heal Garth is what they call a wet mine, or rather it 
was in the old days. Its hey-daj’ appears to have been about 
1927-2S. Tin was around £^240 a ton at the time and they 
were working on a three-foot wide seam of mother tin. Profits 
of Wheal Garth for 1928 were something like ;^20o.ooo. This 
was on a capital of some /60.000, the mine having been bought 
for a song in 1925. That’s the way with these Cornish mines, 
derelict one year and then some small speculating prospector 
strikes a seam and a fortune is made. Apparently this seam 
ran out under the sea. That was wliy it was a wet mine. 
It resulted in vei^' bad silicosis. In the words of the landlord, 
“ Nae boogger laiked t' place." 

'i'hen in November. 1928, the undersea workings collapsed 
and a whole shift — thirty-two men — were trapped and killed. 
It was. I understand, one of the worst disasters in the history 
of Cornish mining. An inquir>' was held and it was found 
that a huge underwater cavern, which ran into the face of the 
clift imme<liately above the galleries leading into the undersea 
workings e.xtendcd much deeper than had been thought. 
Thus, instead of having, as they thought, some twenty feet 
of solid rock above the undei^vater galleries, there had only 
been some three feet. The cave was known of course to the 
engineers and divers sent down when the galleries were first 
cut in i«)iO But the sand that filled the bottom of the cave 
had prox-ed di ceptive. Frankly I doubt whether the engineers 
look full precautions. Owners are notoriously free with the 
lives of miners, and 1916 "'as a year in which every ^ 

being ma<le by the Cornish mines to meet ^ y'*- 

war machine. There might be a story m that for 
How Cornwall is Feeding the Tinplate Industry. ^ar as 
I can gallier no effort was made by the company that took 
over in i()25 to check the safety of these gaUerits. 1 u) 
were in fact safe enough at the time. It was only when the> 
came to widen them in order to lay a sma I railway and 
increase the output of the mine that they collapsed. 

You are proLbly wondering at my Preoccupation «uth 
the mine rather than with Tubby W.lsom I 
that when I last wrote you my idea m coming doxvn h 
siinplv to check up on the man and e°uld 1 d 

wlK-tlier anv other suspicious persons had the 

the mine. What decided me to pay close ^«cnrion to tne 

nnne itself was the talk I ‘‘^ard at theynmeoun^^^^^ 

Redrutli last night. Apparently Tubby . ^ t 

activities at Wheal Garth had always been something 
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enigma to some members. The point to remember is that 
these boys have been in the business for years. They know 
how to run a mine. They know what to look for and what 
to go out for without involving themselves in terrific costs. 
When Noye, the local editor, collected a few of his particular 
cronies — big men in the tin business, as he told me — round the 
i bar and explained that I worked for the Recorder and wanted 
information about Wilson, they were only too ready to discuss 
the business. When Tubby Wilson floated his company and 
opened up Wheal Garth, the price of tin was falling sliarply. 
And they naturally thought that what he was going to do was 
drive another shaft and run fresh galleries out to pick up 
the undersea lode beyond the spot where the oltl workings 
had ceased, so by-passing the danger area. The only thing 
was. they thought his capital insutticient for the job. They 
told him this, but he throws a wise guy act and says he's got 
other ideas. Well, these other ideas are apparently to go for 
the shore end of the lode. Now this is a bum idea and they 
tell him so. The lode was discovered only about twenty 
feet from the sea and some thirty feet below sea level. The * 
shoreward end was worked out before ever they started on 
the undersea section. Moreover, prospecting work was carried 
out over a wide area at the shoreward end in a fruitless effort 
to discover the continuation of a lode. The boys at the club 
told him he’d be throwing his money away if he started looking 

Well, his idea was to sink a new shaft about a hundred yards 
back from the cliffs dead in a line with the cave, then he throws 
new galleries out until he meets the cave which apparently 
extends some two liundred yards inland. Then ho begins to 
cast about in a big semi-circle with broad adits running off 
e\ery few yards into tlic cave. Then he casts inland iii two 

at each end of his main gallery. Then he runs 
adits off opposite the ones he has run into the cave. Then lie 

tries a l'>ghcr level. Then a higher level still. Then he goes 
bust and the mine closes down, ^ 

^ spoke to thought he must have spent in all four 
times the nominal capital of the company. He employed 

engineer who came dowm from 
^ndon and didn t know a thing about Cornish tin minin? 
They think he was nuts. WTiat do you think > mining. 

Anyway, that’s why Tm fussing over the mine T'm 
name .! 
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It was the landlord who put me on to Alf Davies. Davies 
is a Welshman, whatever, and was foreman of the Wheal 
Garth under Maclean. I thanked him and asked whether it 
would be possible to have a look over the mine. He said 
it was closed, but that Alf Davies would be able to tell me all 
about it- 

Davies is a proper little Welsh nuner, short and broad, 
a bundle of muscle and vitality, with false teeth and a sour 
glum-looking face beaten brown by the wind. But for all 
his glumness, he’s got a sense of humour and smiles sometimes. 
When 1 asked him after tea this afternoon whether he could 
take me down Wheal Garth he said, " Indeed and I'd like to, 
but look you the mine is closed." 1 said there must surely 
be some way in and offered him a fiver for his trouble — 
please note for expenses ! I saw him hesitate, for he is on the 
dole now, and then he said, " Well, if you're so anxious that 
it's worth that much to you to go down a lousy mine like 
Wheal Garth I can’t stop you. But there’s no dependence 
on the ohl workings whatever and it’s rough going, by damn 
it is." I said I didn’t mind, so it’s all fixed up. In due course 
I’ll let you know what happens. I must admit I haven’t 
the faintest idea what I'm expecting to find. Its just that 
I’m curious. 

Yours, 


Maureen. 



Tran<;cripi of code wire from Detective-inspector F^Uer to 
Superintendent McGlade at Scotland Yard, dispatched from 
Penzance at 3.15 p ni. on September 13. 


All information John Desmond Wilson mine owner and gold 
prospector please stop Formed Cornish Coastal Wilson Mines 
Ltd. April thirty seven — Fuller. 


Transcript of a code wire from Superintendent 
Detective-inspector Fuller at police statwn. Penzance, dispatched 
at 5.55 p.m. on September 13 : 


Wilson bom Dusseldorf ninety 
twenty two stop No police record stop Daily Recorder made 

similar inquiries to-day stop Intelligence officer meeting > 

in morning — McGlade. 


Letter from Maureen Weston posted at Pf»=once^ 


on 


the 


evenni, if September 14 r.cV/e.rf &y 

of the Daily Recorder on the Friday afternoon : 



\ 
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Dear Charlie, 

Further to my report of September 13, I have examined 
the mine and quite frankly the experience was not a pleasant 
one. For one thing, you’ve no idea how eerie the place was. 
It reeked of water and the air was pretty stale. For another, 
jny guide seemed to become rather uneasy when we reached 
the lower levels. I know that must sound silly — it doc.s to 
me now I am sitting writing about it in the cosy warmth of 
my little bedroom. But, believe me, it is unpleasant enough 
going down a discarded Cornish tin mine without your guide 
getting scared. Perhaps ** scared ” isn't quite the right word. 

Puzzled " might be better — and yet he was more than just 
puzzled. He was quite confident when we started. After 
all. it was his mine, so to speak. But there are all sorts of 
funny noises in those empty galleries. The drip of water 
echoes and is magnified. There are strange creaking sounds 
where old props are taking a strain, queer glimpses of pale 
light where old shafts come down, the sound of falling stones, 
the weird echo of one’s ow'n footsteps going up one gallery 
and coming back at one down another, 'and at the lower 
levels a faint roar as of water falling. I didn’t worry much 
about all these weird sounds until I sensed that Alf was 
uneasy. Then these sounds became so magnified in my imagi- 
nation that at times I could have sworn wc were being followed 
and at other times that the roof of the gallery was coming 


This probably reads rather like the hysterical blathering 
of a woman who has been thoroughly frightened by her first 
experience of going down a mine, so I had better begin at the 
bepnning. To start with, I'll go over my conversation with 
All Davies on the previous night in greater detail. When I 
^ked him whether he could take me over the mine and he 
hesitated at the suggestion of a fiver, he told me one or two 
things. First, that so far as he knew the mine had not been 

Second, that the 

th^f I?. blocked at the bottom. Third. 

thfw^Jfhp getting into the mine was 

Fourth, that this entrance meant going through the old 
the'i^^n ^ ^'bich were not particularly safe, and that to get into 

climbing down an old half-ruined shaft 

^ “P to have a 

I "V.”®' ^ ^ on it and said 

I adored climbing down unsafe shafts on the end of a rooe. 

e , we left at eight-thirty this morning equipped with 


lOO 


WRECKERS MVST BREATHE 


a coil of rope, a pair of electric torches and a packet of sand- 
wiches apiece. Fortunately I had had the sense to bring a 
pair of old corduroy trousers with me on this assignment 
of yours so that I looked reasonably business-like. We 
walked for about a quarter of a mile through the waste of old 
mine workings opposite the cottage and then went through 
a gate and crossed a field. Thence through another gate on 
to the sort of heath that runs to the cliff edge. There were no 
mine chimneys here, but grass mounds and barrows, pointed 
to old workings, and here and there were the small circular 
w'alls that marked a shaft. We struck away to the left along 
the wall that circled the field, pushing our way through a 
tangle of briars. We then came to a vague fork in the path 
and bore right, away from the wall. The ground here was 
covered w’ith briar and heather — or heath, I never know 


which. . . . , j 11 

I don't think I’ve ever seen such a frighteningly desolate 

spot. The ground about us was pock-marked with old 

workings, all overgrown and ruined. Some of the shalts 

had only pieces of rotting timber across them with a few umps 

of rock thrown carelessly on top. One or two w-e pa^ed were 

practically unprotected, with ferns growing 

Ld very «ct Alf told me that the cattle 

do« n these shafts. '■ Quite a good p ace for a 1 

sa.d, wondering whether to ‘’I'V 1 "f 1 W.^elsaW 

book But Alf— Td told him what I did for a Imng said. 

" Yes, indeed, it is creepy enough, but you 

down a' shaft begins to rot the birds gather o^■er in 
That was the moment he chose to introduce me to the entrance 
?o old wo^lSngs of Wheal Garth and I had an immediate 
vision of ravens and gulls and choughs wheeling in a mono 
tonous screaming symphony of black and white over 

than the entran«^o dro. w^in^ 
I cannot imagine. Out of a ° It was 

lichen-covered wall that was rapidly disintegrating _ 

and ye don't have to, miss, ifs your own g to. 

1 smiled a little weakly. He was 

Quite frankly I nearly walked said ” Ves; 

him whether he thought it was all . . . about it and 

indeed, whv not And he seemed so confident about 


1 




THE DISAPPEARANCE bp MAl'REF.N WESTON 


lOI 


SO matter-of-fact that 1 said nothing when lie began looking 
around for a suitable rock to which he could secure the rope. 

By the way, I think I owe you an apology for writing you 
such long screeds when from your own point of view there is 
very little news in them. But I am regarding these daily 
reports to you as a sort of diary, and whatever material you 
don't use I shall probably incorporate in a book. 

Well, he secured the rope to a good-sized rock, clambered 
over the wall and dropped the other end of it down the shaft. 
He then asked me whether I thought I was capable of climbing 
down tJic rope or if it would be better for him to lower me 
down. When I discovered that if he lowered me it would 


necessitate my going down first and waiting at the bottom 

alone. I decided to risk the climb. The depth of the shaft 

was apparently only a matter of thirty or forty feet. As 

he lowered his legs into the shaft he looked up at me and said. 

” Don't ye mind about anything else but the rope." I 

asked him what he meant and he grinned and quoted. “ I'ra’ 

ghoulies and ghosties and long-leggety beasties. I'm not 

saying there mayn't be a bat or two down here." he explained. 

" Just you remember to hang on to the rope." Then he caught 

hold of the rope and disappeared. It was a good start, 

I could hear his feet scrabbling against the uneverf stone 

sides of the shaft, and several times stones clattered down into 

the depths, mating a hollow unreal sound. Then the rope 

went slack and his voice came up the shaft, deep and cavernous. 

1 climbed over the wall and sat down with my legs dangling 

over tlie edge of the shaft. And there I remained for what 

seemed an age. I suppose it was. in'fact. only a few seconds. 

but I thought I should be rooted there for ever. There were 

large ferns m the shaft and tlie stone sides were all slimv 

With water. And there were little noises that I could not 
recognize. 

sitting on top of that shaft was horribly 
primitive^ It s funny. I wouldn’t have minded going down 
w shaft. In fact. I shouldn’t have hesitated ^^’e■rc 
m L^ndor*°R^? underground.. Wc do it every- day 

of ^ underground is shorn 

oi Its civilized trappings you suddenly realize that when 

you descend you will be going under ground, 

it VP ^eain, and I knew 

It >>as \ ery little different from the r \4 

I ^‘I'd^uxr™; IS 
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unpleasant as I had expected, chiefly, 1 imagine, because my 
wliole attention was concentrated on the task of keeping hold 
of the rope. 1 thought my arms would never stand it. I 
couldn't come down gripping the rope with my feet because 
it swung close to the wall and was apt to rub my nose against 
the slimy water-weed. 1 had to let my arms take the strain 
and brace mv feet against the many crevices that I found 
in the side. There were quite a number of cobwebs and I'm 
sure that I should have hated it if I’d had a torch. But 
as soon as 1 had got about ten feet down it was quite impossible 
to see a tiling except the glaring white circle of daylight at the 
top and this gradually diminished in size. Once, I did 
encounter a bat. but by that time I was too concerned about 
whether or not I should ever last out till the bottom to worry 
about It. It fluttered about for a few moments and then 
settled again. I think it was dark enough for it to see me and 
avoid me. What I should have done if it had flown m my 

face I don’t know. , , r *1 

lust as I thought my arms would be wrenched from thur 

sockets. I felt AH's hand grip me and I stepped down on to the 

level floor of the shaft. " Yc ought to come to W ales and do 

some real cUmbing." he said. It was a 

felt I had deserved. I moved my feet and 

was a drv rattle. I flashed my torch and stared a httic un 

comfortably at the skeleton of what I presumed had once been 

^AH switched his torch on and disappeared along a wet stale- 
smelling tunnel that gradually sloped at K 

ancle 1 followed him. It was rather like ^ 

cave. [ here was little to show that ewn^^^^^ 

bv human hands. They were rough and 

dclinite diape Here and there were slight falls that had to dc 

however' there had been a particularly bad (all and lor a 
wc though, we should not be able “? 'hr^u^h But by 
remoMiiK oud or two rocks we this 

mobtlv down a sharp incline, wc suddenly struck tl 
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the roof rose so that we could walk upright. \Vc had reached 
tl^e more recent workings. My back ached abominably. How- 
ever, from then onwards the going was inucli less dilficull. 

Now this is what I want to impress upon you. The un- 
pleasant part was over. \Vc had left the okl workings. The 
workings we were in now were (juite safe that is as iniiu's go 
down this part of tlie world. \’et we liadn't progressed more 
than a hundred yards into these new workings before I began 
to feel uneasy. That sounds daft, 1 know. 13ut llie fact re- 
mains that throughout our scramble through the old workings 
it had seemed rather fun — an ad\ enture. Now 1 didn’t like it. 

The reason, I am convinced, was Alf. He was the guide 
and he had beeti so assured conhng through the old workings 
that I had complete confidence in him. It was his mine anti 
I felt he ought to know his way about it like his owm house. 
But my reliance on him made me ver)' susceptible to his mood, 
and I was not slow in sensing what 1 think was a certain 
bewilderment — the sort of feeling one has if one is not sure of 
the way out. Its cflecl on me was to produce an immediate 
sense of uneasiness. I became jittery and all the unfamiliar 
little sounds about me— the drip of water, the rattle of stones 
and the echo of our movements — became ntagnified in the 
stillness. 


I didn’t get as frightened as all that at once. It was cumu- 
lative. It started when w'e came to a point in the more recent 
worldngs where the water that ran tiown from the old workings, 
and it was deep enough now to be over our ankles in places, 
was diverted from what I l>clieve is known as a winze. This is 
a sharp slope going down from one level to the nc.\t, and a 
little wall of stones had been erected across it and cemented 
together so that the water continued along the level on whicli 
we stood. Alf examined this artificial barrier for a moment 
in the light of his torch. He even bent down and felt the 
cernent with his hand. Then we splashed on along the level 
and heard the sound of falling water. It was a faint splashy 
sound, and suddenly we came to the end of the level. 

At this point the gallery was wide enough for us to walk 
abreast and I got rather an unpleasant shock when in the li"lit 
of the torch I saw that the floor level pimply vanished. Wo 
could hear the splash of water on rock many feet below There 

‘“'8 In fact the level ran out into an old 
shait that was blocked at the top. 

I don’t know why the discover^' that the level just ended 
m a sheer drop should have upset me so much. 1 think there 

Seet unpleasant about finding a 

sheer drop underground. iVobably it is the immediate and 


WRFCKFRS Ml’ST BRFATHE 


lO., 

involuntary* feeling that if one had no torch and stumbled on 
it in the dark one would now be lying at the bottom where 
the water was splashing. 1 felt rather foolish really, because 
quite automaticallv I had clutched at Alf's arm — and as a 
one-tiine Fleet Street woman I pride myself on being tougher 
than most females. I mean, damn it. one knows quite 
well that mine shafts are put down and levels cut at various 

depths. 

We retraced our steps and went down the winze into the 
next level. At the bottom we turned left until we came to 
what -Mf described as a cross-cut. We took this and at the 
end turne<l right. Bv this time I was feeling an uncomfortable 
desire to cling on to his arm. With all these bewildering turns 
and the memory of that drop into the old shaft. I was terrified 
of being separated from him. I remembered all sorts of ghou - 
ish stories about the catacombs of Rome, and pictured rnyself 
wandering alone in the place till I either died of starvation or 
killed myself by falling down a shaft in the dark. It was from 
this point, I think, that I began to get really frightened of the 
dark. It seeinctl to press in on us from every side as though 
endeavouring to muftle our torches. The 
stale and damp, and the echo of our footsteps had an unpka 
ant habit of coming back at us down the disused galleries long 

Uiii'te oYten"now Alf would pause and listen, with his head 
cockled on one side. I asked iSm once whether he was hstem 
infT f(w Phosts thinking of the miners who had been trappca. 
Rut he dHlkt sVmk round craggy face was set and 

taciturn I- very time we paused we could hear that faint roar, 
of an:underground waterfalh and the 
whispering back at us It U t, 

were being f'; I i o „,en who had 

our own footsteps. Agai -- \Vp were neanng 

was really frightened. winze and Alf 

section of the mine aitn ...f timber in this section. 

was uncanny. TI.ero was a 8°"^ < “ to rot. 

not all of it sound. iMncli of it at a prop to 

Once t stumble, 1 on a piece of rock and clutclred at a i i 
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save myself from falling. The outer surface of the wood 
crumbled in my hand, all wet and sloppy. 

Then we came to the bricked up foot of the new shaft. W’c 
bore away to the left along a gallery in which the limber was 
still grey and sound. The gallery sloped downwards and 
curved away to the right. Sections of rail still lay along the 
floor and the roar of distant water wen> much louder. The 
sound was peculiar and distorted, more like a hum, as though 
a rushing cataract were pouring through a narrow gorge. 
Remembering the disaster. I felt that at any moment we might 
be overw'helmed by a wall of water, though Alf assured me we 
were still well above sea-level. My nerves were completely 
gone. 

At length the gallery flattened out and branched into three. 
Alf hesitated, and then took the right-hand branch. The 
sound of water became even louder. The gallery here was 
very well built. It was about seven feet wide and the same 
high, and in places it was cemented to keep out the water, 
Then suddenly we rounded a bend and came face to face with 
the most ghastly-looking fall. The whole of the roof had 
simply caved in and the gallery was blocked by great chunks 
of rock that looked as though they might have been part of 
Stonehenge. It suddenly made me realize that it is possible 
to get trapped in even the soundest-seeming galleries. 

Alf played his torch o\ cr the debris and at Icngtii we turned 
back and retraced our steps to where the main gallery had 
branched. Wc took the next branch, and before we had gone 
more than forty feet we came up against another huge fall. 
I began to have a feeling that the whole place must be unsafe. 
All I wanted to do was to get out of it before it caved in on top 


Alf spent even longer examining this fall. But at length he 
led me back and down the next branch. It was the same thine. 
Hiirty feet or so down the gallery we were stopped by a fall! 
I gue^ed then that there must be a serious fault in the whole 
rock formation at this point. I said as much to Alf, but he 

only grunted and continued to poke about amongst the debris 
Then he began to examine the walls. 

thit'’'rsaid.^°"‘^ *' of 

He nodded " Ail right, miss," he said. But he made no 
move. Ho simply stood there with his head on one side 
l^tening. Involuntarily I began to listen too. I could hear 

iilt^thTre ^ the water somewhere beyond the falls and occasiort- 
ally there was the creak of a pit prop. 

1 suddenly clutched his arm. " I can’t stand this." 1 said 
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■ What are vo.r h.tc.r.ng lor ? Whafs the irratter with the 
place?" He secmerl a little put out by my questions 
" Voii re uneasy, aren't von ? ” 1 went on. I '’e Mt it 

ever since we left the oU\ workings. For God s sake tell 
what It IS, Have wc lost our way, is somebody lolloping us 
what ’ 1 don't mind so long as you tell me what it is. 

I'hen lie told me, ■' Somebody has been m this mine since 
,l vvas closed <lown. ' he said. He told me not to be 
Then he vud " Kemember that fall wc l»ad to scramble 
ulroiu'h 1.1 lire ol.l workiugs > " 1 uodiled. " Tha was wha 

;;r\i;iiu'h.'’u.rhdT';iuu':.u:;.a^ 

„hK ueueil , • ■ These falls are not iiaturah ^ said.__^ 

fast and excited m Ins musical ,mrks of dynamite, 

been blasted. 1 hose marks arc ...,,rkincs ” He swung 
Someone has hlocked ‘ ^ ^ a^ked ■' Indeed, and 

round on me. \M‘> is iiu . this mine ? 

can N OU tell me why ‘ ” pe"nsq,icious of ttie last 

1 e.i,.hii.icd that f had ■'C.'s^' m 

owner, lie looked at me wi _ 

Wilson was not a good man. he said. 

him dishonest, . . the gallery. " To- 

llo look my arm and of mine, I be- 

heve wc may be able to find a > „.omcnt We got out 

And tliat IS how near exhausted and 

of the mine shortly after “sV a meal and a rest, 

very dirty. Mncc then haNC 1 ,„,nc 

I (ion t know what to down it and am 

would be worth looking a ^ lainpered with it since it was 

informeii that someone produced four 

,losed-in fact, that someone 

falls of rock But we were ^lesign or inefficiency ? 

the one m the old ^ „„plcasant feeling that i\c 

^\•as I mistaken when I had tl P falls— what w^ 

were being followed? And of water ? Alf 

on the other side ? Is somebody drilling ? 

,ays It doesn't sound like ^ remember Conan 

The whole thing is so 3 I feel as though 

I)()vlc'> rn/<-v of llotrnr ami • 
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I’m writing the diary in one of his tales of horror tliat will l>o 
found after I am dead and from which others will <lraw the 
wildest conjectures. Suppose there is an underground race 
and they are coming to the surface to conquer us ? Stupid ! 
But when you are deep in the bowels of the earth anything 
seems possible, Quite frankly I’m not looking forward to 
to-morrow. 

Yours scared investigator, 

Maureen. 

P.S. Since writing this I have heard rather a peculiar thing. 
I went down to the local as Alfs guest. Tliey’re a tough 
crowd at Pendeen, hut very friendlj’. 1 met Alfs pals who 
are coming on to-morrow's e.\pedilion. One's tall and the 
other’s short, and tliey both look very tough intleed. They’re 
out of work, like Alf. Both worked iti Wheal Garth under 
Maclean. W'hat 1 wanted to tell you, however, is a ciirious 
little story that is drifting around. Tlicy are very superstitious 
in this neighbourhood and apparently there has been talk 
recently of the miners who were killed in that disaster lying 
uneasy. They say that the white skull of a dead miner can 
be seen on dark nights lloaling in the sea just oil Wheal Garth 
right over the spot where they were trapped. 

Now the talk was going on about this when an old boy in 
the comer of the pub gives tongue and says that his son that 
keeps a bar over to St. Ives told him a fisherman coming back 
late the other night picked up a glass net lloat that was bob- 
bing up and down in the water and shining like a little full 
moon. It was apparently covered with phosphorous. "That’s 
what you see,’’ the old man said. *' That Hawt were drifting 
and a phawsphorescent fish rubbed itself against it. The 
skull of a dead miner ! ’’ He laughed. 

I thought about this as Alf and I were walking home. 

What do you think? ’’ I asked. He shrugged his shoulders 
■ • Miners are superstitious folk." he said. It was a dark night. 

I’ve got a pair of binoculars in the car," I said. " Would 
you care to walk with me as far as the cliffs ? " He agreed, 
so we fetched the glasses and walked over to the cliffs Well 
it was there all right. At first 1 could see absolutely nothing' 
It was so dark that, looking through the glasses, it was Is 
though I had covered the lenses with my hands. And then 
suddenly 1 saw a faint little point of light bobbing about like a 
will-o -the-wisp. Alf saw it too. It was so faint that it was 
barely visible. But it was there all right. 

Now what do you make of that ? 1 hear there’s a boat to 
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be hired at Cape Cornwall. To-morrow night, if I get back 
from the mine in time. I’m going out to have a look at the skull 
of that miner if I can get someone to come with me. Alf was 
very silent as we walked back. I don't know whether he. 
too is superstitious, or if he was just trying to reason things 
out’ I must admit that I don’t feel too happy myself. Its 
easy to be matter-of-fact in a newspaper office and pour verbal 
ridicule upon country superstitions. But down here there 
seems a bit more to rt. After all, there are thirty odd men 
lying dead under the bed of the sea there. I think I m going 
to have nightmares to-night. Now 1 must go out and post 
this endless screed. Ml report developments to-moiTow I 
wonder how long it will take us to get through one of those 

falls ? — 

from Charles Patterson of the 

Weston at Cap View. Pendeen. dispatched from Fleet Street at 
3.25 p.m. on Friday. September 15 : 

Tesse Maclean British now directing mining work 
importance for Supply Ministry stop No police record nothing 

against him — Patterson. 

6.10 p.m. on Friday. September 15 . 

Letter received grand work stop Wire results days opera- 
tions — Patterson. 

10,5 a.m. on Saturday. September 16 . 

Report at once results yesterdays activities-Patterson. 

Wnefrcn Carl.. Pallerson oj ,Ue Dm'y 

Please inform whereabouts of Maureen Weston residing with 
you — Patterson. 

Pre-pa., ..r./ro,n Mrs. 

Daily Recorder, dispatched from Pendeen at 2.40 p.m. 
day. September 16 ; 
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Miss Weston and my husband visited Wheal Garth mine 
yesterday and have not returned stop Search party organized — 
Davies. 

Transcript of a code wire from Detective-inspector Fuller to 
Superintendent McGlade at Scotland Yard dispatched from 
Pendecn at 2.50 p.m. on Saturday, September 16 : 

Maureen Weston and three local miners missing stop Went 
down Wheal Garth mine yesterday following visit previous 
day stop Am convinced she had discovered something stop 
Mine reported to be unsafe stop Two falls heard late yesterday 
afternoon stop Locals fear they are trapped stop Rescue parties 
have opened up new shaft and are working desperately to clear 
falls stop Advise detention of Jesse Arthur Maclean late 
engineer to mine for questioning stop Description tall lean 
dark hair thinning glasses Scotch stop Also locate and detain 
Wilson — Fuller. 

Record of a phone call put through by Superintendent McGlade 
of Scotland Yard to Chief-inspector Saviour of Durham at 3.45 
^ p.m. on Saturday, September 16 : 

I want you to detain Jesse Arthur Maclean, engineer in 
charge of the mining work at the munitions dump at Dutton. 

You can do it under the Emergency Powers (Defence) Act 

I’ve nothing against him so far. 

Note from Superintendent McGlade to Colonel Blankjit A/./.5. 

and dispatched by a special messenger at 5-30 p.m. on Saturdav 
September 16 : ' ' 


For your information I enclose copies of a number of letters 
and telegrams sent from a Miss Maureen W'eston to Charles 
Patterson, news editor of the Daily Recorder. They may be 
of interest to you. You will remember she was investigatine 
the disappearance of Walter Craig in the Cadgwith U-boat 
incident for her paper. I am detaining the man Maclean 
mentioned in her letters who is now working on a munitions 

Tubby Wlson discover the whereabouts of 

communications received by Patterson from 
Miss \\eston was handed to me this afternoon by Patterson 
himself after he had learned that the girl had not returaed 
from an expedition into the WTieal Garth mine ^ 
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I should he glad to hear what you think of them. 

Yours, 

McGlade. 


Mcnioyamlum from the Saval Intelligence Department of the 
Admiralty to Colonel Blank of M.l. 5 dispatched by special 
messenger at 8.45 p.m. on Saturday, September 16. 

Here are details of reports of U-boats in the vicinity of the 
Cornish coast recei\ ecl since the outbreak of war from coastal 
patrols of the Navy and the Fleet Air Arm : 

September 4. 511^ north 5 -18 west. September 6, 4|-54 
north 5.5 west. September 9. 49 - 5 ^ north 3-3<i "’cst Sep- 
temb^/.o, ,g... nonh 2.^ west. September to, 5.;8 "orth 
5.21 west. September l.v ,52.3 north 5.48 west. 

14. 50,17 north 5-54 'vest. September 15. 49-45 north 6.35 
west. September 15, 50.25 nortU 5.31 west. 

achieved. Hope this is what you wanted-F.L. 

tesiiH of phone calh from M 1-5 • 

From the War Office to officer com.nandwg H. M. Forces 
encamped at Trereen. Cornwall : 

Drspatch immediately two co^ames^of 
One company is to mount 8“^ insufficient further troops 

^^u^‘b”d":pa "ir 

Srawaitfnry-o- -i-' r* 

to thrmm! and will inform you of the position. 

From the Ad.mralty to co,mnanders of destroyers EH, a,,d 
EH5 stationed at Newlyn : 

degree":" — In/^aKsrCoTrhloa^Uro.^ 

Hotallack Head to Pendeen ^\aUh. 
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THE WHEAL GARTH CLOSES DOWN 

PLANS 

I 



With a sudden thrill of excitement 1 reali«:ed wliat Logan 
was doing. He was carrying on a conversation in morse. 
But was it a conversation ? Was he making it up ? I looked 
at what I had written down. It read : " I came here with 

three miners. Progress into new workings blocked by falls. 
Had removed part of lightest fall and found way through when 
met by armed Germans. What is this place ?” 

I looked up at Logan. His face was intent on the 
movements of the spoon against the iron bars of the grill. 
Heavy tap. pause, four light taps, pause, tap tap. pause, tap 
tap tap. long pause, short short, pause, short short short, 
long pause, short short short, short short long — and so it went 
on. I did not understand morse, but I presumed he was 
replying to the (luestion. 

I looked down again at what I had written. It made 
sense. It suggested that this was part of a mine. That 
tied up with the idea of the base being either in Cornwall 
or in Spain. It certainly did not road like the imaginings 
of a man who was mentally sick. 1 got up and went over 
to the door. Logan had finished tapping. Faintly 1 heard 
a metallic click, then two more, louder and close together. 
Then short short short short, pause, dash dash dash. There 
was no doubt about it. Someone was morsing from the next 
cell. ‘ Who is it ?” I asked Logan. 

“ That's just what he's asked us,” he replied. ” One 

of the first things he said when we established contact was 

that he represented the Daily Recorder. Evidently they sent 

someone out to look for you.” He resumed his tapping 

With the spoon. I waited. So Logan remembered his morse 
did he ? 


He stopped tapping and listened. Then he took mv 
pencil and wrote down slowly in block letters — IS CRAIG 

this is MAUREEN WESTON 
God It '5 a woman !•' smd Logan. Then he wrote : 

investigate your 

I was amazed. " Ask her how she found us/' I said. 


Ill 
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The spoon went tap-tap again and presently Logan began 
writing the reply : " Worked back from the spy at Carillon. i 

This led me to phoney mine owner. And this is the mine., 
It lies four miles north of Saint Just.” 

So you were right,” 1 said. “ This base is in Cornwall. 
Ask her whether any one knows where she is.” 

Back came the reply : ” Please repeat slower. I am 

working the code from a diary.” 

Logan wielded the spoon again with longer pauses between 
each letter. Then came the reply : ” Yes. But the 

(Germans have blown up galleries in old workings so tl^t it 
will look as though we have been trapped by a fall. Have 
you any plans ?” 

Hea\ v. light, pause, heavy heavy heavy went the tapping 
of Logan’s spoon. It was so short that I knew what that 
must be. Then we were interrupted by the opening of the 
guard-room door. Shortly afterwards our evening meal was 

brought to us. .. ,, , 

When we were alone again I said: Tou know, weve 

only got till Sunday evening at the latest ?” 

lie nodded with his mouth full of potato stew and contn\ed 

to grin at the same time. , .. 

1 looked ,it him closely. " Do you remember who the 

owner of Carillon was ?” I asked. 

'■ Ar. his name was Ciitner— is that right . ^ =„nnose 

■' Your memory is not so bad after all, I said. I PP 

it's all come back to you ?” ' was 

That’s right.” He nodded and grinned. ^ 

that twinkle in his eyes that 1 had 

1 was still not altogether convinced. It 
that the man could have put an act over 7. ^ ,7. 7^0 

After all, I had been his constant companion for y ^ 
weeks. Anyway. I failed to sec the necessity of it. 1 tr eu 

him with another question. '' ^nd 'thcre^wara trace 
coastguard at Cadgwith ?’ I asked and ^ 

l‘i.s • str.!;;". « - 

only shamming ? .. fieured it out that I’d 

■' I would have,” he said. but 1 «gurea u , ^ I 

have a better chance of putting it across if you thoug 
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was going balmy too. Anyway. I'm no actor. 1 knew the 
only thing was to make myself believe I was balmy. I tell 
you. at times I was afraid 1 really was.” 

I gave a short laugh. ‘'That’s what most actors have 
discovered.” I said. ” But what was the idea ?” 

*' I wanted to avoid giving them the information they were 
after. And also 1 thought it might help.” 

'■ Well, it doesn’t seem to have,” I said. 

” Hasn’t it ?” He beckoned me across to his bed. "Hero’s 
the result of my carving." he said. He bent down and tilted 
the bed up so that he could get hold of the leg nearest the wall 
and farthest from the door. With the help of his knife he 
began to prise very carefully at one of the letters^ of his name 
which he had cut on the inside of the leg, low down. And in 
a second the whole section with his name had come away, and 
in a hollow cut below it was a key fitted snugly into the wood. 

put the section back and lapped it carefully into position. 
It fitted perfectly and very tightly. Unless any one were 
looking for it, it was unlikely to be discovered. " What 
key is it ?” I asked. 

” 'I’hc key to this cell.” 

” But how did you get hold of it ?” 

He returned to his stow, ” There arc four cells along here,” 
he said, ” and the locks are all the same. Remember those 
ratings that were put in the other cells to cool off after a brawl 
last Monday ? The guards used the same key for all the cells. 
And I noticed another thing. The guards were somctime.s 
careless. They left the keys in the cell doors instead of 
returning them to the guard-room. So I started my craze 
for modelling and hollowed out my little hiding-place. Bccaue 
1 was supposed to be daft I got away with it. And two days 
after I had finished it I had the chance of lifting a key from 
the lock of the neighbouring cell. It was missed about two 
hours later. " ■\'ou remember we were searched on Wednesday 
night and the whole cell turned upside down by the guard ? 
But by then it was safely tucked away,” 

” I wonder they haven't put bolts on the door,'’ I said. 

” Probably the guard didn’t report the loss.” 

I sat down on my bed again and considered the matter. 
It was certainly a step forward. We had the means of getting 
out of our cell at any time of the night. But having got out. 
what then ? The various stores were all locked and we hadn't 
the key to any of these. That meant we could not get at 
either the fuel or the munitions. And the guards went the 
rounds every hour. Moreover, the arrival of Maureen \\'eston 
and her three miners complicated ma tter s in that any plan 
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to dc.strov the whole base meant the loss of their lives as well 
as ours. 

The same thought seemed to have crossed Big Logan’s 
mmd. for he said ; " Whafs this Maureen Weston like ?” 

I cast mv mmd back to the time when she had been on 
the stall of the Rccofdcr. " She’s small and dark and very 
attractive.” I said. '' She has Irish blood in her and as 
women go she's pretty tough.” 1 suddenly remembered that 
big men like small women. ” She's just your type if you re 
feeling repressed.” 

He grinned. "Sounds interesting.'’’ he said. "But just 
at the moment I was thinking out some way of destroying 
her and c\ ery one else in this base.” 

” So, was i,” I said. ” But how are we going to do it ?’ 

'■ We should be able to deal with the guard. There are 
oiilv two who actually do the rounds. All we have toi do is 
to get the keys olf them, go into the munitions store and blow 

the place up.” 

'■ It sounds easv. put like that,” I said. ” But suppose we 
aren't able to deal with the guards silently and they rouse 

tllO 

We ll have to take the chance- Even if they were able 

to give the alarm we'd still have plenty of time. 

" True " 1 nodded, "but. .on the other hand, we cant 

altord to 'take chances. CanT we manage ‘ 

the guards-^ What I've been thinking about is six- 

mch guns on the submarines. You know how to bandje tbeni 

don't vou ? The after gun on U 21 is in working « 

the boat lies with its stern facing straight dow n the ma n 

cave. One shot with that would surely be sufficient to 

block the underwater entrance. That ^yould stop the su 

rmnnos leavinc without destroying them. 

'hPs head. ■■ NVe nust destroy 
hr S lid ” They might blast their way out through the cun 
\nd the oiilv way to destroy the boats is to blow the ‘‘P. 

our schen/e woidd only work .1 we could ket out of the place 

n-d^'-TS^ r^lSy^S ahle . ~ - 

position with someone “"jjaurcen^ has 

they have made this afterno^. .vh-it a bad fall 

.U that he laughed. '' Do you know what a ^ 

of rock in a Cornish tin mine is like? he deman 
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“ There’s maybe a hundred feet of roof brought down along 
our exit gallery. And the blockage will be caused by huge 
chunks of granite. And you suggest three miners get through 
it with picks !" 

" Well, there are mobile drills in the base,” I said, a trille 
put out. 

At that he stopped grinning and said : ” So there are.” 

He sat silent for a moment, stroking his beard. ” The trouble 
is they’d guess where we had gone. As soon as they had 
searched the base, they’d be after us, and we shouldn’t have 
a dog's chance.” 

” I’m not so sure,” I said. ” In the first place they would 
probably be too worried about other things to conic after 
us for some time, and by then we could have partially blocke<i 
the exit gallery behind us. For another, we could lay for the 
guards and if successful, arm ourselves at the expense of the 
base. What I mean is that, though I think it rather risky 
to be dependent upon a successful attack on the guards for 
our means of destroying the base, 1 think we might deal with 
the guards as well as man the gun. If we succeeded with 
the guards we should have about ten minutes, maybe quarter 
of an hour, in which to ransack the base for the equipment 
and weapons we required. If we didn’t succeed, then we’d 
be no worse off. With the gun loaded and sighted, it would 
only be a matter of an instant to fire.” 

Logan snapped his fingers. ” Sure and I believe you’ve 
got it,” he said. " The next thing to do is to get in touch 
with this Weston girl again and find out what part of the base 
she came out into.” 


At that moment we were interrupted by the arrival of the 
guard to collect our empty stew cans. ” You'd better get 
some sleep,” he said in German, pointing to our beds and 
laying his hands against his cheek to indicate what he meant. 
” Two submarines are coming in to-night.” He held up two 
fingers in front of my face and said : ” Boats.” 

I thanked him and he departed smiling. He was one of 
the nicest of our guards, a large fellow with a frank open 
face and a ridiculous little moustache. 1 passed the informa- 
tion on to Logan. “Thank God. they’re both coming in 
to-night. I skid. That leaves to-morrow night free. 
Unless of course U 47 doesn’t leave to-night, as planned ” 

hand he heW 

the knife he had used to follow out the leg of his bed. But 
/ there pemed much more activity than usual in the gallery 

o'clock that he was able to 
establish contact with Maureen Weston. Movement in the 
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gallen- outside reiuained remarkably active, and as a result 
he was not able to keep up a sustained conversation. What 
he learned was ver>' damping to our spirits. The mine 
oallery by which she and her companions had reached the 
base entered it bv way of a recess in the guard-room. More- 
over. the mine gallery was practically blocked about two 

hundretl feet from the base. . 

This meant that the possibility of getting anything like a 
mobile drill through was small and in any case the chances 
of ever having the opportunity of entering the mine by way 
of the guard-room seemed somewhat remote. 1 understood 
now tlm cause of the activity in the gallery outside and tl^ 
continual movement of men in and out of the 
opposite. It was from the guard-room that they were 
prepared to meet an attack. Probably they had machme- 
guns ready mounted in the mine galleries in case miners cleared 

“'Blfthis activity did not explain the faint but persistent 

clatter of electric welders and the muffled roar 

Usually at this time of night the base was r^Paratwe^V 

quiet, save for the hum of the dynarnos and the rnar>nnr ° 

voices. But for the fact that my watch said it 

1 should have said it was day-time. ^ 

thing. ■■ Tliey re rushing the repairs to U „ 1 sam. 

.. is rr..; j si ... 

to-morrow night and not Sunday. „• .. 

" Maybe they'll get some away to-night. 

“ Hell ' I wish 1 hadn t left it so late. .-c^n that 

■■ Why did you ?■■ I asked, " For the same reason that 

I did ?■’ 

■: Sl"[u'srthat\'put it off until I couldn't put it off any 

longer.” .. , wanted to get the maximum 

numb:;''oT boam tn‘ the base. Your friend Maureen doesn t 

“'™ExcepTm:!fl"mr'’disappearanc peop'e 

suspicious about this mine. J is something 

■‘But why should they suspect three m 

wrong with the mine ? The girl goes do rumbling 

to lock over it and doesn't J'' a feLh party 

as 

companions never got back. 
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“ That depends on Patterson.” I said. ” Ask her liow often 
she was reporting to Patterson and how much she has told 
him about the mine.” 

But to get a message through now took some time owing 
to the activity outside. In all I think it was nearly half an 
hour before we got the lull reply. It came through bit by 
^ ioit as opportunity offered. It read : ” Patterson has no 

idea mine is submarine base. All he knows is that I was 
suspicious of it and that on the first occasion 1 went down 
I found falls that should not have been there and that looked 
unnatural.” 

” And that’s that,” said Logan, returning to his bed. 

'‘Patterson is no fool,” I reiterated. ” And he’s got. the 
sharpest nose for news of any man I know. I think he'll 
move heaven and earth to get the mine opened up. 

” Ar, that may be so, but who is going to do the opening 
up ? To clear a big fall of rock takes time and costs a deal 
of money. Who is going to pay for it — not the paper, I 
know.” 

” Well, it’s our only hope,” I said, ” if they send the boats 
out to-morrow night.” 

; At that moment the key grated in the lock and one of the 
-'guards came in. The first of the two U-boats was coming 
in and we were marched down to the doclcs. 


< 


We had a wait of more than fifteen minutes in the cold 
damp atmosphere of No. 3 dock with the constant chugging 
of the donkey engine echoing from the main cave. In the 
course of this time I gained several pieces of interesting 
information. All work had been suspended on U 47 and she 
would not be ready to go out until Sunday night at the earliest. 
The whole engineering effort of the base was being concentrated 
on U 21 and the word had apparently gone out that she must 
be ready for active service by to-morrow afternoon— that was 
Saturday. This confirmed my belief that the whole fleet 
would go out on the Saturday and not the Sunday night. 
There a rumour that the boat coming in now was the one 
that had sunk the Athenia. And there was also talk that 
j^the second boat was 'already waiting to come in. That 
meant ^at in a few hours’ time there would be no less than 
SIX of Germany s largest ocean-going U-boats in the base 
as well as the store barge. 

I passed on the information to Logan. But I did not hear 
comment for there was a sudden swirl of water in the dock 

quietly along it. overflowing on to the 
' ^ thoroughly wetting our feet. There was much 
seething of water m the main cave, then the slam of Setil 
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against metal, followed by prolonged cheers. The first 
of the two U-boat.s had arrived. 

The diminutive diesel-engined ^ tug fussed noisily about 
tlie main ca\e and in a few minutes the bows of the U-boat 
appeared opposite No. 3 dock. A rope was tossed on to the 
dockside and we passed it from hand to hand. As soon as 
it was fully manned the order was given to heave and wi 
dug our heels into tlie uneven rock floor and strained at the 
rope. Slowly the boat slid into the dock, the ratings that 
lined her decks fending her off from the sides with boat-hooks. 

You seldom realize how wide a submarine is below the 
surface until you see one manoeuvred into a confined space. 
Empty, the dock presented quite a wide surface of water, 
oily and glinting in the electric light. Hut the U-boat filled 
it from side to side, and her conning tower almost touched 
the roof of the cave. I coukl not help feeling llien how 
entirely insulated this base was from the outside world. 
It was, in fact, a world of its own. And after a fortnight 
there it seemed to me quite possible that no other world 
e.xisted, that my memories of green fields, of huddles of white 
cottages among the Cornish cliffs, of ricca<lilly, of factories 
and sliips were all a dream, and that this was the only reality. 
And now here was this U-boat come from that other worltW 
with probably Kiel as its last port of call. 

As soon as the boat had been made fast the crew were 
assembled and marched off to their quarters. Normally 
we should have then been taken back to our cells. But on 
this occasion we were taken to the next dock. No. 4, where 
the U 21 lay. Men were required to assist in moving the 
for’ard six-inch gun from the electric trolley on which it had 
been taken to the foundry', back on to the deck of the sub- 
marine. Kepairs to the gun had been completed. 

There was ten minutes’ back-breaking work as it was lifted 
on pulleys attached to the steel derrick and swung, largely 
by brute force, into position. It was while this was happening 
that a slight accident occurred which had a wholly dispropor- 
tionate influence on what happened later. The commander 
of U 21 had come down to welcome the Number One of the , 
boat that had just come in, U 27, who was apparently a 
particular friend. And having seen him to his quarters, 
he came clown to see ho,w' the engineers were getting on witn 
his own boat. He was smoking a cigarette. 
strictly against regulations, but no one seemed 
point that out to him. There came a moment in the hoiking 
of the gun when every man was required to strain Jus “ 
to keep the mountings from swinging against the side oi int 
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submarine. The commander did not hesitate, but throw 
his weight in with the rest. It reminded me of a scrum 
down. We were all pushing against each other with our head-i 
down until at last the mounting was dear of the deck and wa:. 
allowed to swing slowly inwards. 

We were just straightening our aching backs and getting 
■our breath back wlien suddenly somebody said ; “ There's 

something burning." The acrid smell of smouldering rag-, 
seemed all around us. Then somelliing tlarcd up by one 
of the legs of the derrick. I'or a split second every one stood 
motionless and my mind recorded a vivid impression as thougli 
I were looking at a stUl from a film. Then one of the engineers 
dived at the flames and began stamping them out with his 
feet, What had happened was tliat the commander liad 
thrown the stub of his cigarette awaj- before helping with the 
gun, and it had sot fire to a mass of oil-sodden rags. Probably 
they were impregnated with petrol as well. Hefore the 
engineer could mul'fic them the flames had caught at his 
overalls and the oil in them was burning. 

The U-boat commander ripped off his jacket and flung 
it round the man's burning legs. Por a second every one 
seemed to forget about the lire itself, which was now flaring 
^noisily and causing some to move back on account of the heat 
of it. Moreover, the dockside itself, impregnated with oil, 
was alight in places. Having settled the engineer’s trousers, 
the commander flung his jacket on to the flames and statnped 
them under with his feet. 

By this time we were all coughing with the smoke, which 
was \ cry heavy now that the flames themselves were muffled. 
As he stamped with his feet the commander kept coughing. 
I could see the sweat gathering in Ixjads on his forehead. 
Then suddenly his knees seemed to sag under him and 
he collapsed. One man pulled him dear of the smouldering 
pile of rags, while two others finished the job of extinguishing 
the fire. ^ ^ 

The doctor was sent for, but it was some time before the 
commander came round and every one who had been standing 
near the fire seemed to be feeling queer. One man actually 
fainted, but recovered as soon as he had been laid out a little 
farther down the dock. I myself found difficulty in breathing 
and my head reeled as though I were a little drunk. Logan, 
too, complained of feeling peculiar. 

• Then the order was given to get over to No. i dock as the 
s^ond submarine was coming in. It was shouted by the 
officer in charge of the fatigue from the end of the dock, 
borne men obeyed, but the majority were too busy getting 
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their breath back or arguing as to the cause of the trouble. 
The order was repeated. But instead of obeying it Logan 
swung himself on to U 21 and joined the engineers in their 
struggle to lower the gun into its correct position. I followed 
lum. We had lost touch with our guards. The gun was 
cased into its mountings. The operation took about three 
minutes and gave us ample opportunity to look aroundt 
But the result was most discouraging. Even ready-use/ 
ammunition was stowed below deck and it was quite impossible 
to get at the armoured ammunition truck. 

Our guard then re-established contact with us. As we 
climbed down on to the dockside I savwthat the commander 
was now on his feet again, looking very white and his clothes 
in a filthy state. He still seemed a bit short of breath. The 
doctor said something about asphyxiation, but I couldn’t 
hear the whole sentence. We were marched down to No. i 
<lbck. The fatigue party had already manned the hawser 
and I could see the dark pointed bows of the submarine nosing 
into the dock. As we took our place, Logan said : '' What 

was the matter with him ?” 

■■ Asphy.xiation of some sort,” I said. 

■’ Ves, but why did we all suffer from it ? What caused 
it ?” ^ 

I said I didn't know, but presumed it was something to do 
with the burning waste. Our conversation was interrupted 
by the order to heave. As soon as the submarine had been 
made fast, the fatigue party was dismissed and we were 
taken back to our cell. 

Wlicn the door was closed Logan said : ” This is a helluva 

mess. Your idea of manning the after gun of U 21 is quite 
hopeless.” 

” You mean we can't get hold of the ammunition ?” I 
said. 

•• Not only that. There’s the guard. It wasn’t until 
I saw the one on the bridge that I remembered they mount 
two guards on every submarine in the base day and night. | 
The other was in the bows.” 

I nodded. I was feeling very despondent. When I had 
discovered that Logan was as alive as I was to the situation. 

I had for some reason felt that success was assured. His 
great bulk gave one confidence where it was a question of 

action. . , u 1 1 

Not only were the guns out of the question, but we had only 

twenty-four hours in which to carry out any plan. And 
throughout that time the base would be a hive of activity. ' 
It was, as Logan put it— a hell of a mess. Failure would 
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mean the loss of hundreds of British lives, ^<oreovcr, it 
would mean a severe blow to British prestige, and might as a 
result seriously affect the course of the war, for neutral opinion 
was a vital factor in the initial stages. I had a sudden picture 
of those four great ships of the Atlantic squadron wallowing 
up the Channel, of periscopes cutting the water inside the 
Screening destroyers, of sudden explosions and the sterns of 
those proud ships lifting as they sank. It was not to be 
thought of. Something had to be done. 

■■ Well ?'■ Logan said. 

I began removing my wet shoes and socks. " Looks as 
though we make a desperate attack on the guard," I said. 

"When?" he asked. "To-night?" His tone was 
sarcastic. He had taken off his dungarees and was climbing 
into bed. " I’m going to sleep on it," he announced. 

" But. good God. man." I said. " this is the last full night 
we’ve got in which to do something." 

" And the ba-sc full of men repairing things. Did you 
see No. 3 dock after we had berthed that last submarine ? 
The stores department were already at work replenishing the 
supplies. They 11 be at it all night — food, water, munitions. 
U 21 has got to be finished by to-morrow afternoon. You 
•Hold me so yourself. And every other boat in the base will 
have to be ready for sea by then. We'll have to wait. If 
we left this cell now every one we met would wonder what 
we were up to. But if we left it in the day time— say when 
we were having tea-no one would pay any attention to us 
They d just think we were on fatigue. They’re used to secine 
us around the base in the daytime." ® 

point.’; I said, and put the light out and climbed 
mto bed. He was right, of course, but at the same time it 
made It a rather last-imnute job. The truth was that now 

Sa^inst H n my whole soul revolted 

k tn /kI ^ extraordinary how powerful the will to live 
IS m the average human being. If it had been a question 
of immediate action, I could have faced it. Subconsciouslv 

> knew (o 

An? ? «; bencreTh'tTf'"? ‘l'”’ 

and ftou3,rHn"' , ' ‘he darkness 

without meantne An.f . i ^ h> my head 

ut meaning. And as I became more and more mentally 
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tired, my plans gained in phantasy until they had no relation 
to reality whatsoever. Schemes for blasting a way out 
through the cliff by firing a six-inch gun like a machine-gun, 
for cscajung through the main entrance in diving suits, for 
con-'truc tmg all sorts of Heath Robinson contrivances to blow 
the b.ise iij) without killing ntvsclf rattled round niy brain.i 
1 oxen retneinbered the strata of limestone I had discovered*- 
and thought of drilling through that to the main shaft of the 
mine or burning piles of oil-impregnate cotton waste in order 
to asphyxiate I-'nlke. 

And then for some reason I was awake. It tlicl not take me 
long to discoxer the reason. My subconscious schemes were 
still clear in iny head and I realized that my mind had con- 
nected tlie limestone strata and the burning waste and I xx’as 
back in my schooldays listening to a rather portly man with a 
mortal bfiard and horn-rimmed spectacles initiating myself 
ami about fifteen others into the mysteries of chemistry. 

! leant ox'cr ami shook Big Logan. Instantly it seemed he 
was wide awake. I hoard him sit up in his bed. “ \\ hat is 
it ? " he asked. 

'• Listen ! ’ I said. 1 was excited. “ Do yon know xvhat 
happens to limestone when it's heated ? It gixes off carbon 
xlioxide and leaves calcium oxide, xvhich is quick lime. ^ If 1 
remember rightly the c<|uation is — C aCo.')=C aO -j-COo. 

• How does that help ?" he a.sked. 

“ Well don't you see ? Carbon dioxide is poisonous when 
It replacU air— lack of oxygen causes suffocation. 'Hiafs 
what happened to the commander of U 2 i to-night. Iheres 
a strata of limestone running doxvn No. 4 dock and across into 
the storage cave opposite, and it broadens out ^ a width oi 
about five feet at the entrance to the store. That b^Jnnng 
wa.sle was Iving on this strata of limestone and was giving ott 
CC).,. 'Ihc commander passed out through lack of oxygen 
ami xve were all affected slightly. Now. suppose xvc could get 

a reallv big fire going on the liine-stonc. 

" .\nd then ask the commander of the base to hold a scouts 

jamboree round it." suggested Logan. ^ 

“ I’m serious," I said. . 

•• I know you are." he said. " You vo been lying axxake 

thinking up all sorts of impossible schemes to avoid being 

kille<l x-()iirsolf." , . li- 

lt xvas a direct accusation of coxvardice and I 

largely because i knew it to be true. " f was !^"ly 
think out a scheme that had a chance, I said. 

afraid of dx-ing. " . 

Well. 1 am, if it’s unnecessary." he replied. 
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" Then think np something better,” I said, and turned o\'cr. 

He did not reply, and when I had recovered from my resent- 
jnent at his attitude, I began to consider the scheme in detail. 
Certainly the bald outline I had given did not sound particu- 
larly convincing. Several questions immediately leapt to my 
mind. First, how were we to make the necessary fire without 
^ being put out before it had got to work on the limestone ? 
Second, how were we to immunize ourselves ? Third, what 
about Maureen and her companions ? And fourth, was the 
ventilation system so good that it would be impossible to get 
sufficient CO 2 into the base to render every one unconscious ? 

I began to consider these questions one by one. Tlic first, 
of wurse, depended upon circumstances. It was a matter for 
action when the opportunity offered. Tanks of oil and petrol 
were often being trundled round the base when a submarine 
was being refuelled. I had a box of matches in the pocket of 
my dungarees. A drum would have to be broached and some 
of its contents poured over the limestone strata. The flames 
\\ould then have to be fed. A mixture of oil and petrol would 
be b<^t. Then we should want picks and shovels to break up 
the limestone and build it round the flames. Moreover, the 
flames must not be allowed to spread — there was a good’deal 
,^f oil on the docksides and in the dock gallery. What we 
really ought to do was to build a little circle of broken lime- 
stone and pour petrol and oil into the centre. Then there was 
the question of our own immunization. I began to see the 
reason for Logan’s sarcasm. 

At that moment Logan turned over towards me and said : 

uhat exactly is the effect of carbon dioxide ? Does it kill 
^ p6rson ? ** 


^ n^exacUy poisonous, like coal gas,” I said. ” It just 

up th* oxygen m the atmosphere. You saw the effects 

Ifim fn gets dizzy and then passes out. Put 

it can f I believe 

I. ^ ^ be lethal if it goes on long enough.” 

a.kinfJ'® all the questions that I had been 

hnraf® And the more we discussed it the more ela- 

impossible the whole thing seemed.* To immunize 

'hold cylinder. How were we to get 

. oxygen.” As to the air revive them with 

is “.siSB; KiTLt; 
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the underwater entrance and the stale air was driven out 
through the look-out hole, the entrance to which led off the 
upper galleries. " That means the carbon dioxide would cir* 
culate through the entire base,” he said. 

But though this seemed to help, I must admit I had by then 
come to the conclusion that the scheme was unworkable. And 
after we had talked it over for some time. I said : ” For hea^j 
ven’s sake try to think out some scheme by which w’e can get 
at the munitions store and blow the place up.” I was by then 
tired and discouraged. We discussed various plans for dealing j 
with our guards at a time when the munitions store was open, 
getting into it and using one of the many mines stored there 
to explode the place. But Logan kept reverting to my own 
scheme and asking questions. I suppose my brain must have 
been tired out, for my answers became more and more vague, 
and the next thing I remember is being shaken by the guard 
and told to get up. I looked at my watch. It was seven 
o’clock and my breakfast of porridge, bread and jam and tea 
was lying on the floor beside me. 


II -r- 

ACTION 

Logan was already seated on his bed, eating his porridge. 
As the door closed behind the guard. I said : ” Well, have you 
decided on any plan of action ? ” 

He shook his head and continued eating. ” We 11 have to 
take ad\’antage of any opportunities that offer, he said. He 
made no mention of my own scheme, and frankly, When I came 
to consider it with the prospect of putting it into action within 
the next few hours, it did not seem practicable. There were 
so many snags. I felt nervous and depressed. W^e had no / 
plan, and yet we had to do something within the next twelve 

hours. 

When he had finished his porridge. Logan knelt down on ^ 
the floor and removed the key from its hiding-place. What 
do vou want that for ? ” I asked, as he slipped it inside one of 
his socks and began putting on'his shoes, which were still wet 

from the previous night. 

” We may need it.” he said. 

Even then though I knew he had no plan, he gave me con 
fidfnee It wasn’t^st a question of his f^ngth^ There ^ ' 

something solid about the man. and I thanked God that his 
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brain was all right and that I had not got to carry out some 
desperate plan on iny own. At that moment I wished that 
ray experience on the Doilv Recorder had been as a reporter 
and not as dramatic critic.' I could think of one or two rnen 
in the news-room who would ha\e revelled in a situation like 
this men who had lived on their wits and knocked about the 
world all their lives. I had never had to use my wits as a 
means of livelihood in that senhc. How much Big Logan had 
had to use his wits, as opposc<l to brute force, 1 did not know, 
but his swift adaptation to circumstances on the cliffs above 
the Devil’s Frying Pan and later in the U-boat was 
encouraging. 

Almost before we had finished breakfast, the guard was back 
again. But instead of beginning the morning’s work in the 
latrines and kitchens, wc were taken straight down to the 
docks and set to work carrying stores from the store-rooms to 
U 54, which w'as the boat that had come into No. i dock the 
previous night. This seemed promising, for No. \ dock was 
the nearest to the munitions store. And I felt a distinct zero* 
hour feeling within me. 

We obtained the stores from No. i store-room, directly 
opposite the dock. That meant crossing the main gallery and 
entering an electrically-lit tunnel, protected by sheet metal 
doors, that led to the store itself. These doors now stood open 
and the key was in the lock. It would take only a matter of a 
second to close the doors and lock them. That would look 
after the provisionmg officer of U 54 and the four men who 
were working under him in the store. The trouble was. that, 
though our own two guards did not present much difficulty 
since they had become accustomed to us and regarded us as 
quite harmless — it must be remembered that Logan was still a 
mental defective to all who knew him in the base — there were 
the customar}'^ two guards on the U-boat itself, one standing 
on the bridge and the other near the bows, as well as several 
men lifting the stores from the deck, where we placed them, and 
passing them into the submarine through an after-hatch. 
Even supposing we were able to deal with all these, there was 
still the problem of the guards to the munitions store. I had 
never been into this store. Only certain men were allowed in. 
But I had been as far as the entrance. A huge steel bulkhead 
had been built across the entrance in an effort to protect the 
base from any mishap. The door through this bulk head was 
only just wide enough to take a munitions trolley. The guards 
were stationed one on either side of the tunnel that led off the 
main dock gallery' just beyond No. i dock. 

- The prospect seemed hopeless. But at least we were near 
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the munitions dump, and I was keyed up ready for a desperate 
attempt. But Lo^an made ,tro move, even when we were 
joined by three more men, dressed in dungarees like ourselves. 
They were under a guard of two ratings and a petty officer, 
and were presumably Maureen M'eston’s miners. The guard 
complicated the position, for, unlike our own guards, they 
were watchful of the new-comers. But the miners did repre- 
sent an addition to our force, especially as they looked to me 
about the toughest trio 1 had ever set eyes on. One, who 
seemed to be their loader, was short and bow-legged, and had a 
Welsh accent. The other two were undoubtedly Cornfch. 
W hether Logan thought that their usefulness was cancelled out 
bv the guard they had brought. I do not know, but when I 
asked him in a whisper if he was going to make a move, he 
replied ; " Not vet." 

Once we had to go to the foundry, which was right at the 
other end of the dock gallery, to collect the conning tower 
hatch, which had been fitted with a new rubber jointing ring. 
The activity along the whole gallery and in most of the docks 
was terrific, especially in docks 3 and 4- ‘^Vhen 've passed 
No. .1, fresh ^^ater was being run into U 21 from a mobile tank 
aiul torpedoes were being hoisted aboard from a munitions 
truck. Kiveting had ceased, but engineers were still at work 
ot. o,ie of (lie A, A. guns. The boat tliat had come o No. 3 
dock the night licforc was being provisioned and fuelled. 

Listening to tile talk of the men, I found y 

two topics of conversation-tlie coming action and the rumour 
of a woman in the base. No statement bad been “ton* 

the previous day s alarm, but it seemed to be generally known 

that'^ccrlain prLoners had arrived in ‘I"-' 
woman. Doubtless the emergency guards >'“d pa^cd on the 
information to tlieir friends, W liat interested me was the 
,.|tert that tlic unseen presence of a woman in this monastic 
Place had on diherenl men. Those who had been stationed 
on the Atlantic trade routes and at the base long e 
war broke out bad not seen a woman now lor some 
months. Some became sentimental and '^^ed of their sw^eeb 

JTran'Tthat /iho^irsee'i'ms^rkfhea’tncal situation actually 
happ?n.,'g in real life, especially against such a novel back 

'"'Zt'thoiigh a girl s presence in the 

sensation, the coming action was Nie nw " ‘ P ' , „,cn 

I realized then how similar mubt be the Icciingb 
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to my own at that moment. Zero-hour for them was some- 
where about midnight. At present they were safe enough, if 
somewhat bored. But to-night they were leaving the safety 
of the base for the unknown. The chances of ever returning 
were not great, they knew that. And like me, probably tlu ir 
best chance of remaining ali\ i- rested in failur<‘. 

About eleven o'clock, when we had coinplcled the Jailing 
of the necessary stores on the after deck of U 5.1, Logan and 1 
were marched off t(j our usual j(jb of emptying tlie latrines. 
Death has its compensations ! When we had linislied we 
were marched back to the docks, and joined the three new 
prisoners at carrying stores to U 21. The dockside seemed 
littered with stores of various kinds. There were cases of 
margarine and' jam, tins of biscuits, cardboard cases full of 
tinned foods and packets of coffee, sugar, salt, and all sorts of 
other foodstuffs. The tfmee miners had carried all tliis from 
No. 4 store an^ were piling it on the dock-side, opposite the 
after-hatch. Mines were l)cing loaded into the after-mine- 
laying compartments and a huge tank of oil had been brought 
on to the dock on a trolley. There was also a smaller tank of 
petrol. But refuelling operations had not yet begun. 

We stood about for a time, and then several of the crew, 
together with the cook, arrivc‘<l. The after-hatch was opened 
and they descended into the bowels of the submarine. We 
then brought a .small gangway and laid it from the dockside 
to the submarine. Ovir job was to carry the stores from the 
dock to the submarine and lower theiii through the after- 
hatch on a rope. 

It was now nearly twelve— first lunch. There were two 

lunch times— twelve and twelve-thirty. This made it easier 

for the kitchen staff when there were a large number in the 

base, as there were now. and at the same lime enabled any rush 

work to be carried on without any complete stoi>nage for the 
midday meal. « » o 

We had not been carrying on this work long when, just as 
I was lowering a case of margarine down the hatch, I saw 

arrival at a pile of cases at the same moment 
as the httlc leader of the miners arrived with the next load 

convinced that Logan said some- 

^ 1'“^ opixirtunity to speak to 

I^gan for some time, but I noticed that the miners, instead of 
putting the cases down anyhow, were piling them on top of 

the do?ksid;."° 

'vas afoot. I gradually speeded 
up mj work so that, instead of alternating with Logan^^l was 
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bringing my cases up just behind him. At last I managed it 
so that I put ni)- case down on the deck of the submarine at 
tlie same time as he put his down. I had just opened my 
mouth to question him when he whispered : “ Stand by," 

A few minutes later orders were suddenly shouted from the 
mam gallery. 1 glanced at my watch. It was midday. I 
looked dow n the length of the submarine. Men in their white 
uniforms were passing along the gallery in the direction of the 
ramp leading to the upper galleries. The docks were much 
c|uieter now and there was far less movement of men up and 
(lown the gallery at the end of the dock, 

1 took a quick look round at the disposition of the guards as 
I walked off the submarine. Our own two guards were stan<l- 
ing chatting beside the pile of cases. One was actually lean- 
ing on them. The I'-boat guard was now reduced to one and 
he was standing on the deck for’ard of the conning tower. 
The other guard was on duty inside the submarine as base 
personnel were now storing munitions. A munitions trolley 
loaded uith shells was stamling on the dockside. Another 


gangway hatl been thrown from the dockside to the deck of the 
submarine and these shells were being carried in through the 
for'ard hatch. At tlie moment the trolley, with upwards of 
twenty shells on it. was standing deserted on the dockside, 
the personnel having gone to first lunch. I here remained 
only the miners' guard of a petty officer and two ratings. 

r was now folkiwing close behind Logan and feeling uncom- 
fortably self-conscious. Our guards were deep in conversa- 
tion. with their backs half-turned to us. As we approachc.l 
the pile of cases, one of them looked round. I could not 
believe he would not notice the air of expectation about me 
We* each took hold of a case of canned goods. Ihe guard 
turned It) answer a question the other had put. Lopn care- 
fully replaced Ids case. Then he straightened up. Until then 
I don’t think I had realized how enormous his hands were. 
He stretched them out and took each of the guards by the 
lliroat His body seemed to brace itself and the muscles of his 
arms swelled as he forced those two men silently to the ground 
beldnd the barrier of packing cases. They seemed to lose 

consciousness without c\ en Os kick. n^,. 

■■ C.et into his uidform." he said, pointing to the smaller of 
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the two men. ... 

I did not hesitate. The die was cast now W e ^ 

go back. And strangely enough, now that I had something 

to <lo. I did not feel in the least nervous. 

U)gan glanced over the boxes and then picked up a case 
and took a on to the deck of the submarine. I cnerislily I 
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worked at the uniform of the guard, afraid that at any moment 
he might become conscious again or that tl\e miners’ guard 
would reappear. By the time Logan was back I had got the 
uniform off the man. One by one he banged tlieir heads 
sharply against the rock floor. I thought he had smashed 
their skulls, but he must liave seen my look of horror, for he 
)said : “ It's all right. Only making certain that they stay 

out.’ 

It was a matter of seconds for ine to slip into the man’s 
uniform. Logan glanced once more round the store boxes. 
Then he dragged the man whose \miform 1 had borrowed to 
one side and covered him with ca.ses. Then he said : " Step 
out on to the deck anil call to tlic petlv officer of the guard. 
His name is Kammel. Just call liis name anil beckon to 
liim.” 

1 did as he told me. I stepped out from behind the cases. 
■‘Herr Kammel! '■ I called. “Here!” And I nodded to 
liim with my head. He came at once and I steppeil back 
behind the cases. I.,ogan told me to kneel down anil jiretend 
to be examining the unconscious guard. I knelt down and 
supported the man’s head with n^y arm. 

The footsteps of the petty officer rang sharply on the rock 
as he approached. I never saw the blow, but I heard it. It 
was a low dull thud and was accompanied by the sound of 
y)hnter>ng bone. I felt slightly sick as I looked up and saw 
Big Logan holding the man by the scruff of his neck like a 
puppy as he lowered his unconscious body beside the other 

The man s month was hanging open. The jaw had obviously 
been broken. ’ 

'vas the 

guard still standing serenely on the deck of the submarine just 
m front of the conning tower. J.x)oking over the cases I 

thrio uniform and his right hand, -rhe 

I, p , appeared out of the store at the end of 

the dock and were being escorted towards us by their guard 
\\ hat do we do now ? “ I asked Logan. ^ 

the bending down lie removed 

the pett> officers revolver from its holster. “When they 

cmne up to the cases, you be bonding down over the pettv 
then waited, the revolver behind his back ‘ ^ 
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out in German to the two ratings. “ The petty officer has 
fainted. " 1 saul. " Come and help me lift him.” I heard 
their boots on tlie rock behind me. I did not dare look up. 
It was a nasty moment. I was dre.sscd as a rating and conse- 
ipicntly couKl not give lliem an order. 

What’s the matter with him ? ” asked one. He spoke 
with a soft Ba\arian accent. 

[ tlon't know,” I said. ” You take his feet.” 

Out of the tail of my eye I saw him take hold of the-petty 
oflicer’s feet. Hut the other man remained standing, obviously 
expecting me to take hold of the arms. ” You take his 
arms.” I said, and began to unbutton the petty officer’s tunic 
and loosen his collar. 

There was a moment’s hesitation, and then the man bent 
down and slipped his hands beneath the officer's armpits. I 
remember noticing that his nails were unpleasantly bitten. 
■■ Ready ? ” 1 said. And at the same moment came the 
sickening thud of metal on bone. /Vs the man holding the 
petty officer’s feet collapsed, I straightened up and covered 
the other with my revolver. He was too surprised to cry out. 
Me looked from the fallen man to me with his mouth agape, 
and in that second strong hands gripped him by the throat. 
I looked round as the man slid unconscious to the floor. The 
little bow-legged miner was standing over him. I got to my 
feet. It had all happened in a flash. When I looked over the 
barricade of cases, I could see no one on the dockside. The 
guard on the I’-boat was still standing just for’ard of the cefn- 


ning tower. ' x * 1 1 

” Get into these uniforms as quick as you can. Logan told 

the three miners. ” And if any of them come round, you 
know what to do.” Then he nodded to me and lifted one of 
the cases. I followed him up the gangway, my revolver 
swinging from its lanyard. He lowered the case through the 
hatch. Then we moved quickly for'ard. the grey curved bulk 
of the conning tower between us and the last remaining guard. 

We stopped at the after gun. ” Get him round 
Logan whispered. ” Pretend you’ve discovered someth mg 
wrong with the gun. Keep your face turned away from the 


''®l’‘ nrKkled. " Wacl.e ! " I called Then I 
” W'ache ! ” There was the sound of boots on holloNV steel 
and the ring of a rifle butt. Unlike our own guards, who were 
armed with revoh ers. the ratings that provided the jJ-boat 
guards were equipped with rifles and had bayone s ^ ’ 

pointed to the telescopic sights at the side of the gun. 
one seems to have broken this.” I said. 
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It was simple. He peered at the siglit. The nest second 
I had caught hold of him as he fell. He never made a sound as 
Logan hit him. We laid him out on the deck. '' Ouick ! 
said Logan. He ran to the ladder leading to the bridge. I 
followed him. At the toj) he ])ause<l. Someone was passing 
along the gallery at the end of the dock. I glanced back. 
Our miners were now struggling into tlie uniforms. 1 looked 
up at l.cjgan. He seemed very different from the friendly 
Cornish fisherman I had known— and very different indeed 
from the friendly half-wit the base had known. Uis face had 
an intent purjxjseful look and that huge bulk that had been a 
harmless spectacle to the (ierman ratings now seemed most 
sinister. It seemed to me scarcely credible that the man 
should have dealt so silently and so swiftly with no less than 
four armed guards. 


Logan waited until the man had pas.sed the end of the gal- 
lery and then, in a flash, he was on the bridge, had tumbled 
down the conning tower hatch. 1 followed lum. We pa.sscd 
the cojitrol room and moved silently forward. Hoth^f us had 
our revolvers ready. Then Logan hesitated and nodded to 
me to go forward. We Iiad reached a b»ilkhead. 13eyond it 
I could sec clur last guard. He was leaning against a rack of 
rifles, humming to himself. 1 went in. my hand on my revol- 
ver. At the sound of my footsteps, he sprang to attention, 
thinking I was an officer. The butt of his rifle rang on the 
steel floor plates. " Give me that rifle,'’ I said in (ierman. 
And 1 stepped forward and grabbed hold of it. His first 
instinct was to obey the order, and before he had realized that 
Big Logan was covering him with a revolver, the weapon was 
in my hands. 

“ March him aft." Logan said. 

1 gave the order and we went clattering down the gangway 

room and the ward-room and into the stora'»e 
chamber. Here three men and an officer were busy dcalinsr 
\Mth the cases that wc had lowered through the hatch. Thev 

nothing entered. They were unarmed and could do 

Tell them that I'll shoot the first man that utters a sound " 
Logan said. 

I told them. 


■Now get up through that hatch .and have all our late 
guards dropped down here." Logan said to me. 

1 ran up that little ladder and out on to the deck a^ain 
As soon as I had signalled to the three men on the dockside 
to bring the bodies on board I ran forard and got hold of the 
guard we had knocked out by the after gun. When wc had 
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lowered the bodies we closed the hatch. Almost immediately 
the men inside were attempting to force it open. I sent two 
of the minors to bring the heaviest articles they could find 
on the dockside with which to pin it down. The largest 
of them, whose uniform incidentally was much too small 
for him. stood with me on the hatch and held it down. In 
a few seconds the other two returned, struggling with a small 
portable forge, which is part of the equipment of cver>' sub- 
marine. It had been left against the wall of the dock and 
weighed several hundredweight. It was a most effective 
weight and we placed it on tlie hatch. Then the miner I 
had <letailed to mount guard went for’ard. 

By this time I was beginning to get anxious about Logan, 
who had not yet reappeared. I felt at any moment men 
might come on to the dock. Moreover, there was the 
possibility that the men in the store-room at the end of the 
dock might get curious as to why the prisoners were no longer 
collecting the cases. I hurried for'ard to the conning tower. 
As 1 climbed the ladder to the bridge, Logan’s head appeared 
in the hatch. Me carried a light machine-gun and sewral 
maga/ines. ” Get that trolley alongside the gun,” he said. 

‘ Are they the right shells I asked. 

“ I don't know. " was his reply. " Wc’ll have to sec. 

I signalled to tlie men aft and jumped on to the 'l^cksidc. 
I walked down to where the munitions troHey stood. The 
little bow-legged miner seemed intelligent, for he appearc 
to uTKlerstancf what I was up to. and he and his companitui 
the big man who had helped me hold the hatch brought 

the gangway along. The iron wheels of the trolley clattered 

noisily as I dragged it along the dock. 

Suddenly there was a shout from behind me and i spun 

round my hand moving automatically to my ^ 

man wa. standing in the doorway of the atote-rocm NN 1 at 
h-ive you clone with those damned prisoners ? he 
someone passing along, the gallery stopped to see what the 

trouble waSf lieutenant wants them 

to clear this pile of cases oil the dock 

more, ' I shouted back to him in German. And he 

llicsc* sliolls the clock. 

‘’’The 11 , air hesitated, -«l"Vly hinc " 

Well, hurry up.” he grumbled. It s "^r'J 

Me went liack into the store room J , thanked 

paused ,11 the gallery' continued on wfW „ 

God for my knowledge of German and dragged 

level with tlic gun. 
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By this time the two miners had placed the gangway 
in position and we each took a shell up on to the deck of the 
submarine. Big Logan was already bending over the gun. 
As 1 climbed up on the deck. I saw the muzzle of it slowly 
falling as Logan sighted it on the far end of the main cavo. 
As I reached him he flung the breech open. I slipped the 
) shell in It fitted perfectly. He closed the breech and 
straightened his back. “ There we are.” he said. "Every- 
thing ship-shape and ready to fire. All you have to do now 
is pull that lanyard." He pointed to the trigger lanyard. 
" Then you fling open the breech — so’ The used shell falls 
out, in with the next and fire." 

The two miners put their shells down beneath the gun. 

" Do you know how to fire a machine-gun ? ' Logan 
asked them. 

" We were both in the last war," replied the little bow-legged 
one. whom 1 later discovered to be Alf Davies, one-time 
foreman at the Wheal Garth. 

" All right.” Logan turned to me. " Will you take 
charge he said. " There arc rifles, hand-grenades and any 
other weapons you fancy in the submarine where wc found 
that guard. Get what you want. Fire the gun only when 
r there is no chance of holding the dock any longer. But it 
must be fired. I'm going to collect that girl." 

I said : " Don’t be a fool, Logan. You haven't a hope." 

" I've got the key," he said. " I'm still daft, rernember. 
I think I’ll get away with it." 

" Anyway, what's the good of bringing her down here ?" 
I demanded. " It's certain death.’’ 

" That’s where you’re wrong." he said. " There’s just 
a chance. I found three engineers in the engine-room and 
I’ve shut them in. All we’ve got to do is flood the dock and 
float the submarine out stern first. The tide is only about 
an hour on the turn. If we hurry we’ll just be able to do it. 
t Once out in the main cave we submerge and get out through 
the undersea entrance under our own power." 

Good God, what a chance !" I exclaimed, thinking of 
^ the masses of complicated machinery with which the boat was 
filled. " There isn’t a hope." 

" :Slaybe not. but can you suggest anything else ?" he asked. 
" The mine is blocked, remember.” 

I couldn’t, and he jumped on to the dockside. 1 watched 
him walk down it. apparently quite calm, and disappear 
into the gallerj'. 1 told Alf Davies to man the gun and took 
the big miner up on to the bridge and down through the 
conning lower hatch. Well, 1 thought to mvself. I suppose 
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we re lucky to have any sort of a chance at all. After all, 

I had been expecting to try to blow myself and every one else 
into the next world. But I must say I did not relish the idea 
of trying to manoeuvre the submarine out through the under- 
water mouth of the cave under her own power with only three 
men on board who knew anything about the works, and 
unwilling men at that. Our only hope was that they were \ 
not all the heroic type. 

I led the way for ard to the magazine room. It was the 
hand-grenades I was after. I had the germ of an idea at the 
back of my mind. At that moment I don t think it was 
conscious. But it was sufficiently strong to direct me towards 
the grenades. We took up four each in our two 

rifles^ and a box of ammunition ^^etween us e brought 
our haul out and laid it on the deck beside 6“" . 

I looked at my watch. It was one-twentyhve. Another 

five minutes and first lunch would be over, 

ought to be back by now ? But he had to 8^^ up to the top 

gallery. H the guard-room door were open he might have to 

“ At’thit ™n,cnt there was a shout from tie end of the 
dock. “ Wache 1 Send those bastards down here to collect 

^^'TvoklTmy head round the conning tower. The same man 

sr s: - - 

up here.’' I replied appeared, and I 

Thet\ my lieart sank. - it He stopped and 

recognized him as the comman . store The fellow 

spoke to the man in the shrugged his 

pointed to the pile of j j^nd came striding down 

shoulders. The commander nodded and cam^_^ I dragged 

the dockside. ' Get behind Then the two 

the rilles and the machme-gun out ol sigm- 

miners and myself f "angway. He looked up 

The ^“^'JdVust forkird of the conning tower, 

at the man mounting guard j ^ gangway. 

who had not moved a muscle, and ^ gun. 

I could just see his face At length 

He was puzzled by the j picked up a rifle which 

he stepped aboard and \ the^ safety catch with my 

I had loaded. I He would see the forge lying 

thumb. We were for u;Hine olace and moved quickly 

over the hatch. I left jny b^^mg^place a 

he'^Lgin-to’shdt it I^vas about fifty feet from him. 
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put one knee to the deck and raised the rifle to my shoulder. 

“ You're covered,'* I said in German. ' Put your hands 
behind your back and keep still.” 

He swung round, and without a second's hesitation his 
hand went to his revolver. The choice was his. 1 pulled the 
trigger. The explosion in that contined space seemed 
deafening. His hand suddenly checked as it touched his 
holster, then his knees began to sag. I did not wait to see 
if he were dead. But as I raced for'ard 1 heard him slump 
to the deck. ” Man that gun.” I ordered. 

Davies took his place beside the gun as 1 ran up. ” Hand- 
grenades.” I panted to the other miner. ” You look after 
No. 3 dock. Til look after No. 5. We've got to block the 
gallery' both sides,” He dived for tlie grenades, and despite 
his bulk had jumped on to the dock in a flash. 

I picked up three grenades and followed him, I had 
dropped my rifle, but my revoK er was still hanging round my 
neck by its lanyard. As we raced along the dock several 
men came running down the gallery. Two went past in the 
direction of No. 5 dock. But three more paused and came 
running to meet us. Fortunately they were ratings and 
therefore not armed. 1 fired, and though I had not aimed at 
any of them, they broke and ran. 1 was not accustomed to 
a revolver and I found the kick unexpectedly powerful. 

Men had by now appeared in tl»e entrance to the store-room. 
But they, too, were unarmed and drew back into the tunnel. 
We had almost reached the end of the dock now and I had ‘ 
drawn level witli my miner. And at that moment I saw that 
one of the guards from No. 3 dock had appeared. But lie 
held his rifle uncertainly, put out by our uniforms. '' Get 
back !” I yelled in German. *' Guard vour own dock. 
It’s mutiny.” 

He did as I had ordered. But when we came to the gallery 
itself we found that he and two other guards were now standing 
across the gallery' leading to No. 3 dock with their rifles at 
the ready. ’* Okay,” T said to my companions. ” Ov>t 
with the pins and let 'em have it.” I left him to look after 
the three guards whilst I took the gallery between our own 
and No. 5 dock. T could see men coming from other docks 
and out of the store-rooms farther along the gallerjL I think 
we both tossed our grenades into the gallery at about the same 
time, for we were both running together with bullets singing 
past our ears and shrieking as they ricochetted oft the walls 

Then came a terrific roar. And then another The 
ground shook under our feet and a blast of hot air sent us 
. both sprawling. My face hit the rocky surface of the dock- 
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side only half-protected by my upflung arm and I felt the blood 
warm in mv nose. There was a horrible splitting noise as 
the rock began to crack. We clambered to our feet and 
staggered forward. And at the same moment there was a 
splitting and a rumbling behind us. I turned to see the whole 
roof of the gallery between our dock and No. 3 collapse. One 
moment I could see the \shite uniforms of the guards as they 
turned to nni. and the next instant there was just a tumbled 
heap of rocks half-invisible in a cloud of dust. 

My companion stumbled to his feet. There was a nasty 
cut across his left eye. The dust was beginning to clear now 
and 1 could see that the gallery leading to No. 3 dock was 
completely blocked. Hut I could not see what had happened 
to the right, between our own dock and No. 5, except that a 
whole lot of debris had spilled on to the floor of the gallery 
wliere it passed the end of our dock. 

i ran back down the dock, a hand-grenade ready in my 
hand. The force of the explosion had broken most of the 
electric-light bulbs. But in the half-dark I was just able to 
see the white uniform of an ofheer, as he appeared up the 
tunnel from the store-room. The beam of a torch almost 
blinded me. “ What's happened ?” he asked, mistaking 
me for one of the base guards. Then I suppose he saw the 
grenade m mv hand, for lie said : " What are you up to ? 

I had no alternative. I pulled the pm out, threw it into 
the tunnel in which he stood and ducked suleways. The bullet 
from his revoI\er sang past my head. A second later there 
was a Hash and a great rumbling explosion. B> j 

freak chances his torcli remained ahght and as 
up for an instant the tunnel. 1 he whole roof ° 

crumble hor an instant it actually hung suspended \%ilh 
sS iueces of rock pouring from it. Then it came rumbling 

down and the whole scene went blJ^ck. .,Uvovs carried 

I pulled the emergency torch that the ‘ an 

from mv pocket and switched it on. The place ^ 

absolute^ruin The whole of the end of the dock was just a 

and broken rock. Most of it was - 

t was then that I consciously realized why I 
B.e grenades. 1 had the ’•meslonc and Ibere on 
behind me. was the oil storage tank ‘ „s^from 

tank. 'I here was no chance of from 

this end for sometime. I knew we had g 

the direction of No. 3 d-ck. VL 6 cks i zTnd 3. 

more than twenty or thirty men ^vere 

mciudmg those in the munitions and fuel stor • ( j 

trapped there, and the only means they had of rejoining 
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the main bodv of the base was by swimming across the open 
ends of the docks. The danger would come from the direction 
of No. 5 dock. If only I had been able to block the ramp 
leading from the upper galleries ! But I hadn t and the 
whole personnel of the base would now be streaming into 
docks 5. 6 and 7. 1 listened. Between the intermittent 

sound of crumbling rock 1 could hear shouts and the murmur 
of voices coming from the open entl of the dock. I clambered 
over the debris of rock and examined the fall between our 
own and No. 5 dock in the light of my tj)rch. Where the 
gallery had been was solid rock from floor to ceiling. I 
reckoned that it would take them several hours to clear it 
sufficiently to attack us from this sirle, c\'cn using mobile 
drills to break down the large pieces of rock. 

Having satisfied myself that we could not be taken in the 
rear, 1 scrambled back over the debris and rejoined the big 
miner. In an endeavour to wipe the blood from his cj'cs 
he had smeared his whole face with it. “ Come on !” I said, 
■' we've got to move the machine-gun u]> to the stern of 
the !>ubmarine.” My orders were entirely automatic. I 
had been over the whole thing so many times in my own mind 
that 1 knew cxactlv what to dr), lint 1 had lost all sense of 
reality. I had involuntarily slipped into the war mentality. 
When I had thrown the grenade at the stores officer he had 
been just a target, not a human being. It was the first time 
I had killed a man. 

We ran back to the gangway and rejoined Davies and 
the other miner. They were botk standing by the gun. 
Davies I told to remain with the gun. Hrieily I explained 
the necessity of its being fired before we were overwhelmed. 
Then I and the big miner, whose name was Kevan, picked up 
the light machine-gun and carried it aft. The third miner, 
Trevors, followed with the magazines, a rillc and several 
grenades. 

We rigged the gun up in the stern of the U-boat and slacked 
round it several cases of canned gtiods to act as a barricade. 
Ihen Trevors, who had been a machine-gunner in the last war, 
got down and fired a burst to make certain that the gun was 
in working order. It was. The clatter of it seemed to fill 
the cave. What is more, he hit his mark, which had been 
the top of the haulage gear buoy floating in the main cave. 
The bullets made a hollow sound as they struck the huge 
round cylinder and then ricochcttcd off to finish with a dull 
thwack against the sides of the cave. 

As soon as I was certain that he could handle the gun 
satisfactorily, 1 took Kevan and ran back along the submarine 
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to the conning tower. My aim was to get sufficient arms to 
ensure that we shouUl be able to hold the end of the dock 
long enough for me to carry out my plan. It was the only 
chance- flimsy though it was — of our re-establishing contact 
with Logan and Maureen and of getting out of the base. There 
was no chance now of slipping out on the high tide and 
attempting to run the submarine through the undersea exit 
on her engines. As soon as we were out in the main cave 
we should be under the fire of the other submarines in the base 
and. before wc had a chance to submerge, wc should be sunk. 
True that would probably achieve our object of blocking the 
undersea exit. Hut the plan I had in miml would achieve 
that and at the same time gi\‘e us all a chance of escape. 

Allogetlicr we made four trips to the magazine o‘ the 
submarine. The first thing we brought up was another light 
machine-gun, four magazines and some more hand-grenades. 
These we carried aft. Before going back for further arms. I 
made Trevors experiment with the changing of the magazines. 
It didn't take him long to find out how they worked and 
alur seen, h,m fire a te,st burst from this gun. returned 
to the submarine. Thereafter we brought up r>nother h ht 

littir diesel-ern’incd lug could be heard. W c raced . 

a small dark object h-tje throij^gh f,'" ,„“,iZ'’ed.a’t"ely 
rb,rcob.n''n o?r«t?r^vas thrown up and was lo.lowed by a 

"’"^r^Umg ■ ourselves dor., pJ^^^^p^au 

Kevan took over the spare * « Trevors was 

automatic nlle. The "o do. U they 

soaked. It was rock'al the entrance to the dock 

could cause a hea\ \ . Their difficulty was that 

they could trap us coinpl jock without expos- 

they could not hit the entra the underwater 

ing themsehes to ^ thrown had apparently 

explosion of the V ^ for I could hear the water 

damaged the flood gates of the . j 

u.a"m and was only 


130 


THE WHEAL GARTH CLOSES DOWN 

protected by the buttress of rock that separated the two docks. 
The tug's engines seemed suddenly to rev up. Trevors reached 
for a grenade. He had the pin out the instant the boat s 
nose showed beyond the buttress. I knell on one knee and 
raised iny automatic riHe, sighting it over the top of our 
protecting pile of packing cases. The boat, with its propeller 
threshing the water into a foam at its stern, seemed to shoot 
out from tl>e cover of the buttress. 

I sighted my ride and pulled the trigger. It was like holding 
a pneumatic drill to one's slmulder as it pumped out a steady 
stream of bullets. 1 heard the clatter of Kevan's inacliine- 
gun at my side and sensed rather than saw 'I'reNors' arm 
swing as he threw the gretiailo. The man at the wheel of tlte 
boat colhipsetl unilcr our fire and another in the bows stopped 
dead in the act of throwing a grenade and crumpled up in 
the bottom of the boat. Almost immediately there was a 
terrific explosion and the boat seemed to split in lialf. It 
sank instantly, leaving a mass of wreckage, oil and three dead 
bodies tloating on the surface of the water. 

It was not a pleasant sight. Kevan sai«l : " Good for you, 

Steve.” But Trevors shook his head. ■' Mine fell short,” 
he said. ” It was one of you two shooting that fellow in the 
bows that done it. lie had the pin out when you liil him 
and the grenade exploded right in the bottom of the boat.” 

At that moment we came under ntachinc-gun fire from 
dock No. 7 . But the shooting was wild, the reason being that 
the last explosion had put the remaining lights in our dock 
out. Shortly afterwards, however, they rigged up a search- 
light. W'e then moved farther back into tlie dock. It was 
the only thing to do. They might risk casualties, but we 
daren't. We built a second barricade of packing cases, this 
time in a complete semi-circle across the deck, for we were 
being worried by the ricochet of bullets from the side of tlie 
cave. The trouble was that because the seven docks branched 
off fan-shape from the main cave, it was possible for the 
'Germans operating from No. 7 to cover the mouth of our own 
dock. 

1 called up Davies to the shelter of our new barricade 
and we held a council of war. Then I explained my plan. 
” It may work or it may not.” I said. ” We ll just have to 
risk it. Unless any of you have any other ideas ?” But 
none of them had. We were trapped and it was only a matter 
of time before we would be overwhelmed. We were four 
against at least six hundred, and if we surrendered we should 
be shot. ” We can't hold this dock a minute if they float 
a submarine out before the tide falls,” I said, " One shot 
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from a six-inch gun at tlie mouth of this dock will trap us if 
it doesn't kill us. If they miss the tide, however, we may be 
able to hold out for as long as ten hours." 

" Whatever happens,” I went on, " we've got to block the 
entrance to this base.*' I then told them of the plan to attack 
a squadron of British capital ships which it was known would 
be for a time insufficiently screened by destroyers. I said : 
" 1 suggest we proceed straight away with the demolition of 
the underwater entrance. 

To this they agreed. Even if tliey missed the tide I was 
afraid tliat uniler cover of fire from No. 7 dock they might try 
to block the entrance of our dock with grenades thrown from 
the collapsible rubber boats that the U-boats carried. I 
explained this and Trevors volunteered to go aft again and 
extinguish tlie light of the searchlight with machine-gun fire. 
But I-said : " Wait until we've fired this gun." 


Ill 


SURPRISE 

t 

I LEFT Davies to operate the gun and climbed up to the 
bridge of U 2 1 . I switched on the U-boat s searchlight and 
swung it round, so that its brilliant beam was ^hming stra^ht 
aft and illuminating the 

in the bright light. 

" Is it sighted correctly ? I asked. 

■■ All correct." replied Dav‘es- ^ .. pjre I" 

1 braced myself against tfie rail of the briage. 

* T. • n fho trieeer lanyard. Instantly there 

I saw Davies ^le tr g^^ practically thrown oft my 

was a terrific explosion. i ! c tho U-boat grate most 
feet and I heard huH pUtes "^M^^^st'simultane- 

horribly on the ‘ flash^n the roof of the main cave, 

ously there was a water, and an explosion 

just where it disappeared le numb my whole body. 

that seemed “"f “ck my fice and. i.i the light of the 

fefrcThght . Iw tVe wtfe far ^end of the cave collapse m a 

deep rumbling roar. . j realized the 

AS a sight it was ternfic which the 

explosive power of a six-inch shei . 
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u -I lav was at least a hundred and fifty yards from the spot 
where the shell struck. Yet I could feel the whole of the rock 
round me tremble and vibrate, and quite large pieces of rock 
fell from the roof of our dock, making a hollow sound as they 
struck the submarine's deck. At least thirty yards of the 
main cave had collapsed. Huge masses of rock fell into the 
water, and as tliey fell a great wave rose in the basin I 
yelled out to the others to hold tight. 1 don’t think they 
heard, but they saw it coming — a great wall of water that 
surged down tlie main cave and swept up into the dock. It 
must liave been a good ten feet high, for it swept into the empty 
dock almost at deck height. The submarine reared up on 
it like a horse as it suchlcnly floateil. I had fallen Hat on the 
bridge of the conning tower, and as the submarine lifted, 
I heard the rail strike the roof just above my head and the 
searchlight went out. Then the bows jarred violently against 
the end of the dock. 

.\t any moment I expected to be crushed to death. But 
after bucking up and down for a moment, grating sickeningly 
against the sides of the dock, the submarine settled down 
again, this time alloat. Through my singing ears 1 lieard 
tlie water running out through the damaged Hood gates of the 
dock. I scrambled to my feet. The place was as dark 
as pitch and I could hear shouts and cries. " Arc you all right, 
IMr. Craig ?” someone called out from the direction of tlie gun, 

“ Yes,” I replied. ” Are you ?” And without waiting 
for his reply I hurried down the conning lower ladder. 1 
paused at the bottom in order to accustom my eyes to the 
dark. There was a faint luminosity at the end of the dock. 
Presumably not all the lights of the base had been extinguished 
by the explosion. Around me everytliing was black with 
darkness, but where the dock ran out into the main cave 
there was a half-circle of indefinite light. Against this I could 
just make out the dark bulk of the gun and figures moving 
about it. 

I suddenly remembered my torch. I pulled it out of my 
pocket and switched it on. The faces of the three minei*s 
looked white as they faced the light. lJut they seemed all 
right. Fortunately the water had not swept over the deck, 
so tliat, though they were all soaked with tlie water that had 
slopped up between the submarine and the dock walls, the 
machine-gun. rifles and ammunition were still beside the gun. 

Armed with automatic rifles we went aft. The forge was 
still in position over the after hatch, but the water had swept 
right over the stem of the submarine and our barricades of 
packing cases had been swept away. The deck seemed 
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Strewn with tins and lumps of rock, and the dockside, which 
was still awash, was dotted with packing cases. 

One of the machine-guns had fetched up against the deck 
stanchions. We retries-ed this. The other was missing. The 
magazines were where we had left them and we were able to 
retrieve one of the avitomatic rifles from the dockside. Hastily 
we rebuilt our barricade of packing cases. This was not an 
easy task as both gangways had been smashed to pieces and 
most of the case.s liad to be passed up from the dockside and 
dragged up the sloping sides of the submarine by rope. 

However, ten minutes’ work saw our barricade complete 
again. All tlie grenades appeared to have rolled overboard, 
so I paid another visit to the magazine of the submarine. It 
was whilst I was getting the grenades from their racks that I 
noticed the crew’s escape apparatus. It was much the same 
as the Dav is ecjuipment used in British submarines and they 
were stacked in a large rack of their own. I ])icked up one 
of them. It had a face mask and a large air bag which strap- 
ped roxind the waist. A small cylinder of .oxygen completed 
the equipment. It was in fact just what I required. 

I hurried on deck with the grenades to find th^ main cave 
brilliantly lit. The submarine in No. 6 dock had switched on 
its searchlight. Then I understood the reason for the cries 
and shouts. On the black oily surface of the water that was 
still slopping about in the main cave bobbed three collapsible 
rubber boats, two of them floating upside down. 

•• They were just going to launch an attack when we fired 
that gun, ' 1 said, nodding in the direction of the boats, as I 
put the grenades down on tlie deck behind the packing cases. 

Kevan said : " Ar, we’ll be able to hawld this place faw 

sawm tame naw." ^ 

" Mow do you mean ? ” I asked. 

They'll nawt be able to get the bawts awt naw. Dawn t 
ye feel us grainding on the bottom of the dawck ? 

He was right. 1 had been too busy to notice it. Though 
the water had flooded the dock, the tide had receded sufticiently 
for the hull of the submarine to be just touching the bottom. 

’• Thank God for that ! " 1 said. They had lost their 
chance. Our worst danger had been postponed. e had 
ten hours’ grace so far as attack from another submarine went. 
I hen and there I decided that, if the worst came to the worst 
and my own scheme failed, we would try to get our own boat 
out before the others and go down fighting rather than lace a 
firing squad. It seemed easy to face death now that we were 
in action. I wondered what had happened to Logan, 

Having completed our barricade, 1 left Davies and Trevors 
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to hold the end of the dock and took Kevan down on to the 
dockside. The water had receded now. Hy the wall we 
found picks and shovels that had been used the previous day 
for erecting llie derrick. We took these to the cn<l of ll)c <lock. 
where the gallery had been blocked, and set to work to clear a 
space in the midst of the debris. We kept our automatic rttles 
handy in ca.se the open end of the dock should be attacked. 

Mostly we did the work with our hatuls, advancing steadily 
into the deljrisand jnling the rocks behind us. It was a gigantic 
task and I was thankful that the work I had had to fhi in the 


fortnight I had been at the base had hardened niy miisi Ic.s. 
Even so, 1 found that Kevan, despite the fact that he had bec-n 
unemployed for a considerable lime, worked just about twice 
as fast as I was able to. 

Malf an hour passed and the basin 1 was trying to hollow 
out in the debris was beginning to take shape. We worked 
in silence and without pause. The constant stooping to 
throw out great lumps of limestone soon made my back ache 
abominably. We had climbed high on to the jiile of fallen 
rock and were tossing the broken lumps out behind us so that 
the rim of the basin behind gradually rose. It was slow and 
hard work. Not only di<l my back and arms ache, but we 
were both constantly coughing with the rock tiust. 

At the end of half an liour, as though by common consent, 
we straightened our backs, and look a breather. I hioked at 


my watch. It was just past three. I was standing now be- 
hind a huge circular rampart of rock. The roof, all jagged 
and looking very unsafe, was about ten feet above my head. 
On three sides of us the broken liinesionc' was piled right to the 
roof. Only in the direction of the docks did the rock fall 
away, and here we were' jnling it up in order to make a kind of 
rock tank. Ihis rampart had grown by now practically as 
tall as ourselves. I looked over it and along to the open end 
of the dock. The searchlight was still Hooding the main cave 
and the light from it glistened on the wet walls of the dock 
and threw the conning tower of the submarine into black 
silhouette. The great dark shape of the boat seemed to fill 
the whole cave, and at the far end I could see our barricade 
of packing cases. 1 could see no sign of Davies and Trevors 
however, for they lay in the shadow cast by the eases. 

As I bent to resume my work. 1 saw Kevan standing tense 
at my side, listening. There was the sound of slipping rock 
and then voices. It came from behind the fall that blocked 
the gallery between ourselves and No. 5 dock. Then came the 
unmistakable ring of metal on stone. '* They’re trvin" to 

clear the fall,” said Kevan. ^ ^ ' ® 
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How long will it take ? ” I asked. 

He looked at the fall. The whole gallen’ had been blocked. 

Depends on the depth/' he said. " I reckon it'll take them 
all of a good hour.” 

“ Good ! " I said. " By then we’ll have finished this. 
Then we’ll wait for them to come through. The draught will 
help. ” 

We resumed our work. "I^ut about ten minutes later the 
whole place suddenly resounded to the clatter of machine- 
gun fire. It came from the open end of the dock. Ih an 
instant we were over the rampart of stone wc had been piling 
up, had collected our automatic rifles and were running as 
hard as wc could along the dockside. 

There was a muffled explosion and a column of water shot 
up just abaft the stern of the submarine. \\'c clambered on 
to the ileck of the submarine and as I ran down it, 1 saw a figure 
half-rise from behind the barricade of packing cases' and an 
instant later there was a loud roar and lumps of rock fell from 
the roof of the main cave into the water. At the same instant 
the searchlight was switched oH. 

We threw ourselves down behind the packing cases, our 
rifles ready. " What’s happened ? ’’ I panted. 

They had rigged up a raft,” replied Davies. ” There were 
several of them protected by packing cases. They had auto- 
matic rifles and one of them was flinging grenades. But 
Trevors got lliem with one of his grenades. Blew the whole 
raft apart.” 

• Good work!” I said. "Do you think you could hold 
them off for another half-hour, Trevors ? ” I a.sked. 


There was no reply. 

I put out my hand to where he lav behind his iiiachmc-giin. 

Mv hand touched his face. It was resting against one of the 
packing cases and it was warm and sticky. 1 screenec iny 
torch with iny hands and switched it on. !Iis muscular littl«; 
body was crumpled up beside his gun, the back of his head 
resting on the protruding corner of a packing case. IJis li^ue 
unshaven jaw hung open, and his jacket was sodden with 

blood A bullet had caught him in the throat. 

I felt a sudden sickening sensation inside me. ® 

four. There were only three of us now. Trevors had stood 
up in order to make sure of his aim. At the sacrifice o his 
own life he had demoli.^hcd the raft. But there would be 
another raft ami another. I said : ” We've got to get on with 
that job quickly. Can you finish off that basin. Ke\an . It 
wants to ‘be at least three feet deeper. I H stay here with 
Davies and hold the fort.” 
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1 heard him scramble to his feet. " Give me a shout," I 
said, " when it’s complete." I gave him my torch and saw 
his big figure outlined against its light hurrj’ back down the 
deck of the submarine. 

Then Davies and 1 and the dead Trevors settled down to 
wait for the next attack. The searchlight had been switched 
on again and in its light I saw a German rating dive into the 
oily waters of the main cave and rescue a man who was injured 
and drowning. He was the sole survivor of the crew of the 
raft. Swimming steadily on his back and holding the injured 
man’s head between his hands, the German disappeared into 
the neighbouring dock. Then the searchlight was switched f)ff 
again. Tlirce pools of light marke<l the Entrances to docks 
5, 6 and 7. Then one by one these were extinguished. To 
the left of our own dock everything was in complete darkness. 
To the right, however, docks j. > and 3 still showed a faint 
glow of light. 

Suddenly a voice shouted in German : " Put those lights out 
over there. ' The order was repealed several times. Then 
one by one the lights of these three docks were switched oft. 
Wc were plunged into total darkness. It seemed to press' 
down on us like a curtain. We could see nothing, not even 
the cases in front of us. 

" They arc going to try attacking in the dark." whispered 
Davies. 

" We'll just have to listen for them, ' I said. 

" Why wait for Kc\an to tieepen the basin ? " he asked. 
" W’hy not get on with your scheme right away ? " 

" It’s no use doing it by halves.” 1 said. " Once wc gel it 
going there's no possibility of feeding the lire.” 

So we lay there in the dark and the minutes slipped slowly 
by. Gradually my ears accustomed themselves to all the 
various sounds in the <lock-s. It was difficult to distinguish 
them, for they merged into each other to form a peculiar 
bustling murmuring sound. But occa.sionally 1 could nick 
out words of command and the sound of boots on rock and 
from No. 5 dock came the persistent sound of tumbling’ rock 
as they worked to clear the fall and get through into our own 

It was an eerie business, lying there waiting for heaven knew 
NNhat. I kept on mistaking the movement of the water for thp 
sound of a raft being paddled towards us. I found mvself 
^Ijsperately that Kevan would finish the work before 
the attack was launched. But I knew it must take him a full 
halfdiour working on his own. and as I lay watching the 
luminous dial of my wrist-w-atch the minutes seemed to tick 
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by incredibly slowly. A quarter of an hour passed by. Once 
I raised niy rifle and was on the point of firing. But it was 
nothing. The darkness was absolutely impenetrable. Twenty 

^ heard a new sound, a sound of hammering, 
ihcy re making another raft." whispered Davies. 

At that moment my eyes were attracted by the flickering of 
a torch from the far end of our own dock. Kevan wanted me. 

I Shan t be long. " i said to Davies, and screening a torch, 
which 1 had removed from Trevors. I hurried along the deck 
of the submarine. As soon as I could, I jumped down on to 
the dock and began to run. 

Ke\ an met me by the oil tank. He said : " They’re almost 
through the fall." I could hear the sound of shifting rocks 
quite clearly. 

Okay, " I said, " let's pump the oil in." 

There was no time to see whether the basin in the limestone 
was sufficiently deep. \Vc took hold of the oil tank and 
dragged it on its trolley to the edge of the debris. Then, while 
Kevan took the canvas pipe across the debris and laid it over 
the rampart of rocks so that the nozzle hung down into the 
basin. 1 ran back for the sinalli-r petrol tank. Each tank was 
fitted with a hand pump, and Kevan was already pumping the 
oil into the basin by the time I had got the pipe of the petrol 
tank into position. In the light of my torch I could sec the 
black crude oil pouring down amongst the rocks. At the same 
time I was uncomfortably aware of the sound of voices and 
falling rocks in the tlirection of No. 5 dock. At any moment 
I p.\pect(’d the Ciermans to break through. 

I scrarnbh'd back to the petrol tank and began pumping, 
thankful to have my automatic rifle beside me. When the 
gauge told me I had half-emptied the tank. I went over to help 
Kevan. The oil tank was still nearly three-quarters full. 

I found that Kevan had no need of my assistance, so 1 looked 
around and found a length of iron piping and some rags. I 
tied the rags round one end of the piping and then dipped 
them first in oil and then petrol. The resultant torch I put 
down on top of the oil tank. By this time the sound of the 
Germans corning through the fall was becoming much louder, 
until by the murmur of their voices I was quite certain that 
they had broached it. 

Kevan straightened his back. The oil tank was empty. I 
played my torch over the rampart of rock. It seemed to be 
holding the oil quite satisfactorily. Then, quite distinctly, I 
heard an exclamation in German. Evidently they had seen 
the light. Kevan had started the pump of the petrol tank. 

I could hear the liquid pouring out into the basin. I raised 
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my automatic rifle to cover the spot where the Germans would 
emerge. 

At that moment there was a burst of machine-gun fire from 
the open end of the dock. I glanced round. Was it another 
attack ? There was no light at all. After the one burst there 
was silence. Perhaps Davies had made a mistake ? Then, 
■ faintly, came the sound of Davies's voice speaking. I could 
'not hear what he said, but I was convinced he was speaking 
to the Germans in the next dock. “ Hurry ! " 1 said to Kevan. 

" Nearly finished," he replied. 

Then" echoing down the dock came Davies's voice. " Mr. 
Craig ! Mr. Craig ! " There was a note of urgency in it. 

I took the matches from my pocket and thrust tliem into 
Kevan's hand. " Light the torch and throw it into the basin 
as soon as you're ready." I said. " But for God's sake don't 
let them get through first." 

Ar, 1 11 see to it." He took the matches, never pausing 
in his pumping, and 1 ran down the dock a.s hard as 1 could. 

" Mr. Craig ! " Davies's voice again. I clambered on to the 
deck of the submarine. My shoes rang hollow on the steel 
plates. At last 1 put out my torch and felt my way forward 
to the packing cases. " What is it > " 1 asked as I threw 

myself down beside Davies. 

' " They've got Miss Weston and your friend Lotian " 

" Well ? " ® 


They say they've got them bound and are going to use 
them as a shield for a machine-gunner unless we surrender I 
asked them to wait so that 1 could consult you." 

At that moment the searchlight of the submarine in the next 
dock was switched on. Then I understood. Floating just oft 
the entrance to No. 5 dock was a raft, and strapped to jt in a 
kneeling position were Maureen Weston and Big Logan. Thev 
were kneeling side by side, and between them poked the 
muzzle of a machme-gun. It was quite impossible for us to 
fire at the gunner behind without hitting them. I saw Biu 
Lopn s huge body rigid with the effort of trying to tear him^ 
self clear of his bonds. The sweat was glistening on his broad 
forehead and his long brown hair was lank. Maureen looked 
quite fresh, but the position in which she was lield was ob 
yiousl>^ most uncomfortable. The raft was sloX movinL 

“n t^h; rat^sTw 

friends “ O'" 'vill yon risk the lives of your 

Thepe the voice as that of CommoLre 

" Wiat are the conditions ? " I asked to gain time. 
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*■ There will be no conditions.” was the sharp reply. 

Don't be a bloody fool,” said Logan. ” They’re going to 
shoot you.” I saw an arm move from behind him and his 
body jerked at the sudden pain of a jab from a bayonet. 

••’You stick to your guns. Walter,” Maureen said. '* Don’t 
worr\’ about us. 'We ll be shot anyway.” 

.At that moment I heard the sound of a shot from the dock 
behind me. I turned to see the distant figure of Kevan stagger, 
the torch I had left with him blazing in his hand. In the light 
of it I could just see the figure of a German high up on the rocks 
above the basin. Then Kevan’s arm swung and the blazing 
torch sailed in a perfect arc into the rock basin. There was an 
instantaneous Hash that lit up the whole dock as the petrol 
Iving on top of the crude oil ignited. Ihen the whole of the 
end of the dock seemed suddenly ablaze. \\ hat happened to 
the (iermans coming through over the fall from No. 5 I 

cannot ima-’ine. The heat must have been terrific, and the 
(lames were immediately <lrawn through the g«P ““ 
drau-ht The sound of the (hames came down the do(^k like 
the roar of a mighty wind. .And against their mtens|e light I 
could see the big ungainly figure of Kevan come stumbling 
the docksKhi. his shadow Bickering along the wall of the 

'' AndVt™hat°monient tlie machine-gunner on the raft "P™"' 
f.rc^i u . t told Uavies to make a dash for it. f fe lies, ated 

fiiin to get °*,‘,.ielf not to think of the pos- 

sibihties I faced, I had to g-* mn d to'^niy feel 

I bunched my legs up unde j^ck. The 

i^d, ^o rnf S^s Hgure nm. 


nmg towards us along the , me and I was uncom- 

Bullels began to whistle to the machine-gun 

fortably aware of the per^isUn ‘ for mv dash and 

^mg 1 !;: a.mosXfom^, luid^oke,!^- 

n,om':nr:o behind the packing case. 
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he made a superhuman effort to shift liimself suflicienlly to 
upset the aim of the gun. Me just managed to toucli the 
gun \s’ith his elbow and so shift it out of alignment. Ihi.s 
occurred, I suppose, just as the gunner swung his gun 
towards me. for 1 had not run more than a few yards when I 
received what felt Itke a violent kick in the left arm, accom- 
panied immediately by a sharp pain. .-Xftcr that the bullets 
went wide, and in a few seconds I passed out of the gunner s 
line of sight. 

I saw Kevan struggling on to the deck of the submarine. 
He seemed unable to use his right arm. aiul by the dancing 
light of the flames 1 conid sec the sweat glistening on his face. 
Davies was standing irresolute at the foot of the conning tower. 
*' Get inside," 1 yelled. He began to swarm up the ladder to 
the bridge. Kevan reached it just before I did. I followed 
him up. but when I tried to grasp the rails of the ladder I cried 
out with the sudden pain in my left arm. The forearm was 
broken just above the wrist and was bleeding fast. 

With my right arm I pulled myself up the ladder. From 
the bridge of the conning tower I took one brief glance roun<l. 
In the lurid light. I could just make out a corner of the raft 
as it slowly approached the end of the dock. At the other end. 
our improvised tank of oil and petrol was burning fnric^usly. 
Then 1 tumbled down the conning tower hatch and closed it 
after me, fastening it on the inside. 

Coming down from the conning tower, I found Davies band- 
aging Kevan’s shoulder. There was a nasty wound just 
near the arm joint. I ran quickly aft to the store-room bulk- 
head. 1 dragged the bulkhead back. The imprisoned Ger- 
mans were sitting on the packing cases. They sprang up as 
the door opened. 1 covered them with my revoh’er. " Put 
your hands above your heads.” I said in (ierman. I backed 
down the gangway, keeping them covered. ” Follow me! ” 
1 backed as far as the engine-room hatch. ” Open that ! ” 
I ordered the officer.. 

He turned back the lever and pulled the hatch open. ” Now 
get down there — all of you,” I ordered. I saw the officer 
hesitate, weighing up his chances. " Wache ! ” 1 called. 
Then I said : " Get down there.” My call for the guard 
seemed to settle him. for he went through the hatch and the 
others followed him. I closed it and fastened it. Then I 
went back into the store-room. As I climbed the ladder to 
the hatch I heard the sound of boots moving stealthily along 
the deck above my head. I fastened the hatch. Then 1 went 
for’ard to see about the hatch through which the munitions 
had been lowered. By the time I .had climbed up and 
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fastened this I was feeling pretty faint. Walking back along 
the gangway. 1 found myself following a trail of tny own blood. 

I arrived back in the control room to find Kevan just easing 
his shoulder into his jacket. “ Better ? ” I asked. Davies 
turned at the sound of my voice and then e.xclaimed : “ Good 
God in heaven. Mr. Craig ! Whatever is the matter with you?" 

I pointed to my left arm. " Do you think you can manage 
a tourniquet ? 

" Why, yes, indeed." 

He took my coat off, rolled my .sleeve back and then with a 
strip of material torn from his shirt, he bound my arm just 
above the elbow. ' You’ll want a splint too." he said, and 
broke a heavy chart ruler in half. I then spent a most pain- 
ful five minutes. The force of the bullet had pushed the bone 
out of place so that splinters were showing through the mess of 
blood and broken skin. I think I p<issed out twice whilst 
Davies was resetting it. " Lucky it is you are with a miner. 
Mr. Craig." Davies said, as he bandaged it into place against 
the splints. " It's not every one that knows how to set a 

broken limb properly, is it now ? " 

I agreed that it wasn’t, and sat down on the chart table, 
feeling rather uncertain of my legs. " What do we do now ? 


asked Davies. .... j 

" Wait. Just wait," I said. " And pray that they don t 

get into the submarine before the fire has got properly to work 

We stayed in the control room for some time, listening to 
the sound of footsteps overhead. I could the 

ment of the Germans. What would they th nk ? One 

mmute we are hold.ng the dock, and the -f “ 

blazimr and we have disappeared inside the submarine, l 

c^uld LragL the raft plyn^to and fro 

No s briiurihg more and more men on to the scene '^nat 

would they"do“about the fire ? Would ‘'-V P“V.‘p““e n 
Even It they had been able to get the.r fire-fighting equipment 

mto our dock, they hadn't a hope f ' j „ 

■■ Let's e,xamine the oxygen supply. 1 said. I «as leel.ng 

1 liitle better now But the submarine was getting very hot. 

1 could miagine the terrific heat of that fire ‘'j' 

plates. If we were forced to stay m the ^“brnanne any length 

t,f time ,t would become a death-trap-a P“‘“'',°” 3 "'s..enred 

We found the oxygen suPf-'y^^'P™ ‘omn^klted to mu. 
to know how It worked. It looked vmry <=°mph«ted^to 

Footsteps kept running backwards and fo n^ovements 

heads. It was very eerie in that submarin ^ ^ AM^ 

on deck cainc to us as . hollow sounds. ^ y V 
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hear the sound of voices. The air was already bcRinninR to 
get stale. 1 knew we could not have already used up the avail- 
able air. so I presumed that some of the COj given off by the 
fire in the limestone basin was beginning to seep into the sub- 
marine. The hatches were only fully air-tight when subjected 
to pressure from water outside. Davies switched on the 
oxygen supply. 

I went along the gangway and through the maga;iinc to the 
spot where I had seen the escape apparatus. I'rom the rack 
1 took five sets of equipment. They consisted of a mask, 
which clipped over the head and covercil the nose and mouth, 
an air bag which was strapped round the body and a small 
cylinder of oxygen. To my great relief I discovered that the 
oxygen cylinders were filled. 

As I joined the others 1 heard a muftled hissing noise coming 
from the direction of the conning tower. W’e went into the 
control room. It was louder there and coming from the hatch. 
“ Sounds like an oxy-acetylcne cutter.” said Davies. 

'■ I’m afraid so,” 1 said. ” Better stand by to repel board- 
ers.” We found a revolver for Kevan. Davies was the only 
one capable of using an automatic rille. As we stood staring 
up at the conning tower hatcli wc saw the metal of it suddenly 
redden at .one point. It glowetl like a cigarette in the half- 
darkness, then broadened and whitened. An instant later 
molten metal was dripping down at our feet and the tlame of 
the cutter had appeared. 

Wc watched the brilliant white fiamc slowly cutting through 
the metal. There was a sort of horrible fascination about it. 
It was a race between the cutter and the gas given olf bv the 
fire. Or had the fire been put out ? 1 clitl not think so for the 

submarine was so hot. But mv mind was so hazy that I could 
not be certain of anything. Anyway. I was so exhausted that 
it didn't seem to matter one way or the other. 

A large part of the hatch now showed a dull rod. The white 
line of cut metal grew until it showed iis a definite segment of 
a circle. \'cry slowly I could see the cutting Hamc moving 
through the metal. The sound of it was now much louder. 
Soon the segment had grown to a semi-circle. ” What do wc 
do— fight or surrender ? ” asked Kevan. 

'■ We'd better take a vote on it.” I said. 1 was feeling very 
depressed. My mind kept groping over the formula— CaCOjj 
= CaO-fC02. Surely that was right ? Or had 1 made a 
mistake ? 

Then suddenly I saw that the cutting flame was no longer 
moving. He's stopped,” I said. Wc watched. The white- 
ness of the metal where it had been cut was dimming. It was 
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reddening, and the hatch cover as a wliolc was becoming black 
again. Gradually the hiss of the oxy-acetylene blower 
dwindled until it had stopped altogether. 

‘I hank God ! ” I breathed. " Listen ! ” Not a sound. 
I walked down the length of the submahine and back again. 
There was not a sound from the deck overhead. When I 


rejoined the others in the control room I said : “ Davies — you 
and I will go out and bring in Logan and Miss Weston.” 

Kevan helped us into the escape apparatus. We blew the 
air bags uj) and switched on the oxygen. Then, wearing a 
jnur of gloves, Davies unfastened the hatch and threw it back. 
1 carried two spare oxvgen equipments. We clambered out, 
breathing through our masks. The fire was still roaring, the 
flames flickering redly on the rock walls of the dock. Quickly 
we slammed the hatch back to conserve the pure air in the 
submarine. .As we did so the body of the acetylene cutter 
rolled face upwards. It was a horrible sight. He had col- 
lapsed on to the flame of the blower and his face was burned 


out of all recognition. 

The deck of the submarine juesented a most amazing sight. 
There must have been at least twenty (Jermans lying huddled 
where they had collapsc<l. We hurri'ed to the stern where wc 
found two collapsible rubber boats moored. In one there was 
a (ierman seateil at the oars. He was looking dazed, but was 
not ]>roperly unconscious. But even as we climbed into the 
other boat, which was empty, he collapsed. 

I cast off and Davies rowed quickly round to d(jck No. > 
Here the sight was even more amazing. TTie whole dock 
seemed strewn with the biddies of (»crman sailors. It was like 
rowing in some fantastic crypt filled with the <lead. I looked 
at Davies pulling steadily on the oars, his face obscured by the 
awful futurist mask. So one might depict a modern Charon 
lowing a new-comer to Hades across the river Styx. 

W c moored to the flood gates of No. 5 dock and Davies 
scramblo.l up on to the dockside. I remained m the boat. 
In a verv short while he returned, dragging Big Logan s un- 
con.scious body. 1 thought 1 should never be able to get him 
intf) the boat safely. But. rocking precariously 1 lowered it 
into the bottom of the boat. Maureen s slight figure ''as 
ea-icr to handle. Within less than three minutes of landing 
we were rowing back to No. 4 dock. Whilst 
fitted the escape apparatus first on to Logan and the 
Maureen. Then I untied their remaining bonds, not an easy 
procedure since 1 could use only one hand. Almost 
he began to breathe the oxygenized air, Logan ^ 8 

of life. The first thing he did when he recovered consciousness 
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was to try to tear the mask from his face. This I managed 
to prevent him from doing, and by the time we had reached 
our own dock, he had recovered sufficiently to lift himself on 
to the submarine. By that time Maureen had also recovered 
consciousness, but she needed assistance in climbing up on to 
the deck of the submarine. 

' i Back in the interior of the submarine, wo removed their 
masks and our own. Kevan ha<l plugged the circular cut in 
the conning tower hatch, and the oxygenized air in the sub- 
marine was good to breathe after the mask, which was not at 
all comfortable. The place was getting very hot indeed, 
however, and I did not think we should be able to slay there 
much longer. Kevan liad also fomut a flask of brandy. He 
passed it first to Maureen. Then on to Logan and so to myself. 

Soon after the brandy Maureen lost her dazed look and 
asked conventionally where she was. I explained what had 
happened, and she giggled a little uncertainly. " I never 
thought I should live to be rescuetl by you. Walter,” she said. 

1 didn’t know quite how to take this, so remained silent. Her 
dark hair was hanging over her eyes, and llusheil with newly 
regained consciousness, she looked startlingly provocative. 

I saw Logan watching lier. 

I said : ” I’m afraid you've had rather an unpleasant time.” 

But she shook her head. ” No. it wasn’t too bad. As 
soon as Dan here saw the fire he tokl me what you were up to. 
You put us to sleep quite comfortably, didn’t he ? ” She 
turned to Logan. 

’ ” Is your name Dan ? ” I asked. 

Logan grinned. ’ Yes, they even gave me a Christian 
name.” he said. ” Where’s Trevors ? ” he addcil. 

” Dead,” 1 said. 

There was a long silerico. 

By this time every one seemed sufficientlj’ recovered, so I 
suggested that we started out for the back exit of tl\e base. 
^ We put on our oxygon apparatus and each of us took a spare. 
Also we took one of the submarine’s oxygen cylinders, just in 
case. We had no idea how long our apparatus would keep us 
^ going. Tl»en I sent Kevan aft to place a packing case or 
something fairly heavy over the engine-room hatch and un- 
fasten it. I did not want the men down there to be trapped in 
this oven. 

When we tied up at No. 5 dock and clambered up on to the 
dockside I was once again conscious of the ecriness of the 
place. There were men everywhere, but not a soul stirred. 
♦ It was like a place of the dead. And we five masked figures 
looked like five horrible ghouls picking our way amongst the 
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dead. Tlie Germans seemed to have been struck down with- 
out warning. One still knelt before a piece of wood he had 
been sawing, kept upright by the saw. It was difficult to 
believe that they were only unconscious as yet. not dead. 

At the end of the dock we found one of the mobile drills. 
They liad been using it to get through the fall that blocked 
the gallery into our own dock. We then found two more 
cylinders of oxygen and several picks and placed them on top 
of the drill, \Ve passed the ends of docks 6 and 7 and then 
dragged the drill up to the upper galleries. On the ramp and 
in the galleries we had to skirt unconscious bodies and some- 
times they lay so thick that we had to move them in order to 
get the drill through. 

At last we arrived at the guard-room and the cells we knew 
so well. Logan and Davies, who were armed with automatic 
nlles. went in front. They threw open the door, their rifles 
raised in case the gas had not penetrated the closed door. But 
the guarfl-room was empty. Davies went straight across to 
the other side where a rack of rifles stood. He pushed it side- 
ways. A whole section of the cemented wall slid back on 
rollers to reveal a black cavity in the rock behind. 

W'e hesitated, each looking questioningly from one to the 
other. Were we to risk everything in a desperate attempt to 
get through the falls in the mine ? That meant blowing up the 
guard-room atul imprisoning ourselves in the mine, for it was 
impossible to say how long the fire would last and once the 
men in the base regained consciousness they could come after 
us in order to prevent us making contact with the outside 
world. I remembere<l what Logan had said about falls in tin 
mines. It seemed pretty hopeless. 

■■ Isn’t there some sort of a lookout ? Maureens voice 


was muffled by her mask. 

•' Yes, ” I replied, ” but it’s like a periscope— just a piece 
of steel’ piping thrust through the rock. We’d never get 
through.” 

Ventilation ? ” r 

I shook my head. “ What do you say, Logan . 

■' This is our only chance,” was his reply. . , , 

” I agree ' I said. ” First, we need some food. And keep 
that door shut. W’e don’t want to lose any good air there is 

Davies' pushed the section of wall back across 
and he and Kevan remained m the guard-room, whilst Logan. 
Maureen and I went m search of food. In the nearest kitchen 
we found two of the cooks sprawled across the table and 
another had burned himself on the stove and slipped to tne 
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floor in front of it. We collected enough provisions for a week 
in a big packing cause and a large can of water and dragged 
them along to the guard-room. We loaded them on to the 
drill trolley, and after providing ourselves with torches, some 
spare batteries, an automatic rifle each and magazines, 
together with several grenades, we went through into the mine. 

I think we all felt somewhat chilled at leaving the lighted 
guard-room for this dark damp tunnel. U was like stepping 
straight from the warmth and comfort of civilization into some 
aged vault. To me it was like walking into one's grave, for I 
was not hopeful of our being able to break through the falls. 
There were only two of us properly able-bodied, and I was afraid 
that lack of ventilation would kill us long before our food gave 
out. 

As soon as the section of the guard room wall had been 
pushed back behind us we took off our masks, The air smelt 
damp and stale. By the light of a torch we walked steadily 
along the gallery, the <lrin trolley, now badly overloaded, 
jolting on the uneven floor. After we had gone about two 
hundred vards we came to a fall. This was the one that 
Maureen and her companions had worked their way through. 
She pointed to something. It was a piece of wire that led to 
one of the larger rocks. Evidently that was what had given 
the alarm. The gap they had made was not large and it 
proved quite impossible to get the trolley through. We 
debated whether to try to wi<len it or not. I was all for leav- 
ing the trolley. I had suddenly remembered that its engine 
would pollute the air. Anyway, it could be brought along 
later. The others agreed to this, so we unloaded it and passed 
all the various articles which we had loaded on to it through 
the narrow gap in the fall. It was a fearful struggle, and by 
the time cverj-thing \vc wanted had been transferred 1 felt 
completely exhausted. What little 1 ha<l done had caused 
my arm to start bleeding again and 1 was conscious of the warm 
blood trickling down the splints on to my hand. 

As soon as ever^'thing had been transferred to the farther 
side of the fall, I asked Davies if he would go back and demolish 
the guard-room. "A few grenades will do the trick." I said. 
'' But see that you leave yourself time to get clear. And keep 
the door into the mine as near shut as possible and hold your 
breath whilst yoii're in the guard-room," 

^^'e wished him good luck and he climbed back through the 
fall. Gradually the sound of his footsteps died away. Then 
faintly we heard the door to the guard-room being slid back 
Silence for a moment. Then the faint rumble of the door 
sliding to again and the sound of footsteps running towards 
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US clown the mine gallery. We braced ourselves for the 
explosion. It came a few seconds later, a terrific muffled roar 
that shook the rock in which the gallery was cut and seemed 
to rumble through our very bodies. It was not one explosion, 
but several very close together, and the roar of them and the 
crash of falling rock was, continuous. Pieces of rock fell from 
the roof of the gallery round us and I felt the fall shift slightly. 

Gradually silence descended on us again. We listened. 
Not a sound. We called out. but Davies did not answer. 
“ I’ll go back for him,” said Logan. 

” No. I will.” I said. I felt sick for fear I had sent the man 
to his death. 

But before I could move Logan was already scrambling over 
the rocks of the fall. He had to shift great lumps of dislodged 
rock before he could get through the gap. Again we waited. 
Two or three minutes later we heard him coming back up the 
gallery. ” It's all right,” be called from the other Side of the 
fall. ” He got laid out by a lump of rock.” 

I felt greatly relievecl. And shortly afterwards Davies 
himself climbed back through the gap in the fall. He had a 
nasty scalp wound, but otherwise seemed all right. ” The 
force of it knocked me over.’’ he said. ” Then a bloody great 


rock hit me on the side of the head.” 

” I went back and had a look at the damage, Logan said 
as he climbed through. ” The gallery is completely blocked 
some yards from the entrance to the guard-room. . 

We had burned our boats. I think we all had that sinking 
feeling There was no going back. Whatever falls lay ahead, 
we iust had to get through them. Each carr>-ing as much as 
c cou ci, we went on along the Raller>-. It sloped gradually 
'Inward and bore to the left. There were the renra.ns o 
sleepers and here and there old lengths of ra.l on 
the^tzallcrv Suddenly it broadened out and we found our- 
selves emerging from the farthest right of three branches off 
r mam Rallery. Logan, who was |ead.nR g anted back at 
Davies “The main gallery, said the Welshman Iht 

other branches are no use whatever. They end 

you worked through them you d most likeK find joursell 

hack with the .submarines.” 

So we pushed on up the mam gallery. ‘ 

more tlu/n a lmndre<l yards or ^ /S 

completely blocked with rock. 1 his is tlic laii > 

said Maureen -ther dully. 

•• Depends how deep it K^es.” was Davies rcpl>_ ^^ 

We pul our things doun and set to u 
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I “' DlTes'’'“elded'T ^ck a"nd the rest of us attacked the fad 

uddro'S brrrhand^, p.dhn« the .fX" ttme 

Dilinc them up behind us. When \vc started on it the t, me 

I was fust on four But after that time had no nieaninp; for me. 
It wis dust and rocks and straininR and heavinR and 
Pain loo for the exertion brought the bloo<l pumping into m> 

’ wound Time went on an.l I really had no idea what progress 
we were making, I was just automatically 
me rocks that were thrust at me from above. We took it m 
turns to rest. Sometimes we had water, sometimes some food, 


and days seemed to pass. 

Nothing seemed real except my intense longing to rest. 

As in a dream I heard Logan say -'Listen!'' 1 hslcncd but 

' I could hear nothing but the pumping of the blood againsV niy 
‘ ear drums. But still as in a dream I saw the others getting 
wildly excited and' setting to work furiously on the fall again. 
Once more 1 began automatically shifting the rocks that were 
thrust at me. Then I heard faint picking sounds beyond the 
fall and later I remember Maureen saying : " It’s all right. 

Walter, they’re coming for us.” 

I think it was then that I passed out. and 1 remember 
nothing until 1 woke to the lovely cokl feel of fresh night air on 
my face. I had not felt fresh air for a fortnight. I breathed 
it in — sweet cool stuff smelling of grass and little rock plants. 
And then 1 opened niy eyes and saw stars and a great round 
moon floating high in the velvet night. 1 closed my eyes again 
and slept. 


The following is the report of Captain Marchant, which was 
forwarded to the War Office by the commanding officer at 
Trcreen : 

I proceeded to Pendeen with two companies, arriving there 
at 22.10 hours. Detective-Inspector Fuller was awaiting my 
arrival at the inn, together with an officer of the Intelligence. 
The latter informed me that the Wheal Garth mine was be- 
lieved to be occupied and to liave some connection with 
boats, A woman reporter and three miners had failed to 
return from the mine after a visit the previous day. 

There were three possible exits to the mine. I detailed a 
f section to guard each of these exits. The fourth section 1 
detailed to watch the cliffs above the mine. Lieutenant 
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Myers took charge of these operations and each section •. 
allotted a local miner as a guide. 

With “B” company I proceeded to the most recent shaft 
the mine, which had been opened up by a rescue part 
Detective-Inspector Tuller informed me that he had had pla 
brought over from Wheal Geevor and that thirty miners wei 
working in relays to clear the fall. 

We then proceeded down the shaft bv rope ladder an. 
through several galleries to the fall. It was then 23.30 hours 
At 2.20 hours sounds were heard from the other side of the fall 
A way was cleared through and the w-oman reporter and tw( 
of the three miners who had gone down with her were dis 
covered. With them were two men — Craig and Logan — who ha. 
disappeared after the landing of a U-boat commander nea 
Cadgwith recently. They reported a complete submarine bas 
with seven docks and accommodation for more than s' 
hundred men. They had fought their way out largely bj’ ti ^ 
ingenious method of causing a fire in a limestone fall and ’ 
immobilizing . the base with CO2. They had blocked t | 
gallery behind them. 

^\’e proceeded to this fall, and by 5.40 hours had cleare<l a 
passage into the base. The gas'had cleared and many of th. ^ 
Germans had regained consciousness. But they put up a ^ 
weak resistance. By 6.50 houts w’e were in control of the whole y 
base. 

Our casualties were two dead — Sgt. Welter and Pte. Gates — 
and thpce ^wounded — Ptes. Morgan, Chapman and Regal. The 
enemy lost four dead and six wounded in action against us. 
There were also a further forty-six dead by asphyxiation or by 
other means. Many were seriously ill as a result of the effects 
of the gas. A fall in the main gallery by the docks prevented 
those who resisted from getting at the munition stores and 
blow’ing up the whole base. One submarine was, however, 
destroyed by explosives. 

Altogether five ocean-going U-boats have been capture! 
intact and one destroyed, as mentioned above. Also one sub- 
marine store sfiip and a large quantity of war material fell into 
our hands. Prisoners taken totalled five hundred and sixty- 
five. 


Signed, 


Makchant. 


h'ollowing a report by the intelligence officer to M.T.5 th. 
proposed action against Kiel was postponed, it being fearec 
that information concerning this plan might have been trans- 
mitted to Germany by a submarine. 
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After the capture of the base the area of sea immediately 
off the entrance was closely mined and a phosphorescent 
float moored in the usual position. By this means four more 
U-boats were destroyed. 


